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Dunia fe heir Briagh Pavare Kor Pizzz, 


(MEHOPKINS in the Character of LADY BRUMP: 
Me ift you Jer this Shilling ari which Catala you 
< , € f 
are Carl of Bruplon?. * + = ae 





et ae 








Ee, Which your Lady~ 
§ fhip, 2 [ranger in our'nation, is daily entertain’d, 
ju have not yet been made ‘acquainted with the poetical 
‘ Englith liberty, the right of dedication ; which entitles us 
toa privilege of celebrating whatever, for its native excel~ 
lence, is the juft object of praife ; and is an ancient char- 
ter, by which the Mafes have always a free accef to the 
t habitation of the Graces. > 
» ~ Hence it is, that this comedy waitson your Ladythip, 
* + and prefymes to welcome you amongft us ; though indeed, 
. 3» We are furprifed to fee you bring with you, 
at we thought was df our own growth only, an agree- 
beauty: may, we mult affure you, that we cannot 
ye up fo dear an article of our glory, but affert it by 
omit in yous for, if a maxim founded on the 
a homan law, that of hofpitali il i 
“/ a brave man’s country, England has a very j 
of claiming, as a.native, a daughter of Mr Scravenmore. 
ut your Ladythip is not only endeared to us by the 
i ices of your father, but alfo 


x 
x 
r 


ymakes you both excel info pe- 
a manner, that your good a¢tions are their own re- 
‘nor can they be returned with ingratitude, for none 
the benefits you confer fo foon as you do your~ 
mS. 6: - . 
have a more indifpotable title to a dramatic per= 
Mies ithe’ atamagery 


are your- 
‘a_ degenerate low age, the noblett 
hat fine that fupports the flage has infpired: 
te a2 ands 


. tod 








uy PAS AY OT 
iv DEDICATION. 
and ad have pradtifed as generous a ae the fan= 
cies of poets have ever drawn in their ¢ 

fo may you enjoy a 

beftowed on 

happy fecurity, 

envy, as your 





Mavam, 


Your Ladyfhip's 


Mot devoted 


Humble fervant, 


RICHARD STEELE. 
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high quality: 
a ‘ pity of expref- 
; to be pleafed 
* hich ‘delicate 

' (pitts or they would 
time Of sity ey fuffcred themfelves 

tobe diverted with nothing but what could bear their 


Pp. judgment. 

"That elegant and illaftrions perfon will, T hope, pardon 
my gratitade to the town, which obliges me to report fo 
fybftantial a reafon.for their approbation of this play, ay 
that he permitted it: ‘but T know ng in what words to 
thank my fellow foldiers for their-warmth and zeal in my 
behalf, nor to-what to attribute their undeferved favour, 

except it be, thet *tis pabicual to them to run.to the fuc- 
cour of thofe they fee in danger—— 
The fubjed of chis Drama, ‘tis hoped, will be accep 

h nile all lovers of mankind, fice ridicule is party Te 

vi at afet of people, who live in impatient hi 
= fee us out of the world, a floc i rarced Uh ese th 

numerous city for their carcafes. But, indeed, ‘tig 
in the power of any pes to Speak them better than they do 
thaertslvesi 40 5a example, on a doors I jaft now palfed 
by, a great artift thus informs'us of ‘his cures upon the 9 


\" dead. 
t WW. Kuown and approved for bis art of embalming, * 


haying preferved the corps of a gentlewoman, fwect and 
see daovtrcs Yeskss atthede seboeollng ea bax te 


duced i yeral perfor ity to frvretnefi, th 
dead. Ee ee a Bet pacrefuttion in 
the gro Baie Sher ee: beet Mes their friends in Enge 














yin ove wih i 
innton tobe pices and 
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the noble operator mutt be allowed avery nfeful perfon for 
bringing old friends together ; nor would it be unwomhy 
his labour, to gives) ay 

conyerfation thi 

as he mention: 

But to be i 

downright fe, 
ewere poflitle 
Not, at the fa 
than fatire;'t0. 
i8 certainly nece! 
ers fhould be in’earneft, and the lamented! worthy of our 
forzow : bat this purpole is fo fur from being ferved, that 
it is utterly deflroyed by the manner of proceeding among 
us, where the obfequies, which are due only to the belt 
and higheft of human race (to admonith their fhort farvi- 
vors, that neither wit, nor valour, nor wifdom, nor glory, 
can fafpend our fate) are “proftituted, and beftawed upon» 
fuch-as have nothing in common With men, but their mor 
tality. 
But the dead man is not to pafa, off fo eafily, for his 
laft thoughts are alfo to foffer diffeétion ; and it feems, 
there is no art to be learned to fpeak our own fenfe in 
other men’s words ; anda man ina gown, thatnever faw 
his,face, {hall tell you immediately, the defign of the de- 
wealed, better than all his old acquaintance ; which is fo 
sperfedt an focus pocus, that without you can repeat fuch 
and fack words, you cannot convey What # in your hands, 
into anorker’s, But far be it from-any man's thought, to 
fiy:there are not men of ftri& integrity of the long robes 
though it is not every body’s good fortune to meet with 
them. 

However, the daily legal villanies we fee committed, 
will alfobe efteemed things proper to be profecured by 
fatire ; nor could our enfuing JegiMatives.do their. coun- 
try a moye’feafonable office, than to look into the diftref= 
ses of an-onhappy people, who groan, perhaps, in as much 
roilery. under entangledy as they could do under broken 
laws: nor could there-be a reward high enough alligned 
for a great genius, iffach may be found,who has capaci 
fuflicient to glance through the fall colours that/are 
wpon:-ns). and-propoié to: the Englifh world, a miettod 

- ° 
‘ = 
















* fo clear a mind in 


aT Te. 
PRE FAC E vi 
making juftice sch e uninterrupted fiream. There is 


being, whom we will name in. words 
twonid of him, ’T'is he 








4 | there: is any thing that 
sergucs 1 a fowered man, who lathes “al for Lady Brump- 
ton ; we may hope, there will be feen alfo a devoted hearty 
that eftcems all for Lady Sharlot.—— 
















lee fair, 
aut haeriter’s Scare, 


Andis the Tilt of Carpenter, not player. 
Gld Shakefpeare’s days could not thus far advances 
But what's bis bufkin to our ladder dance? 
t In the mid region a filk youth to fiand, 
With that unwieldy engi 
Gorg'd with intemperate nigalaubile bere you fit, 
Well may you take afivity for cult; ¢ 
Fit, let enfisfion on fuck da 
Blufls you're. asd, as toe f ave leafe. 
But awe, fill amp Soar diet wh th 
Do moft unnatural things more “i fpenfic 
For fince you're fill prepof? rous in deligh 
Our Author made, a full i 
A Funeral Comedy to-night. 
Nor does he fear that ye evil] take the bint, 
And let the Fungral bis owwn be meant 3 
No, in Old England nothing cait be avew 
Without a faction, god or ill be d & 
To own this our frank Author does wot fears 
But bopts for a prevailing party tere: 
He in a errey najy knows they'll fhe 


nd, d for ‘the Sellow-foldier fave the peeks 


ww 
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Scat 
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a 
Lord BRUMPT 
Lord Harpy, 
Mr Camevey. 
Mr Trusty, Steward to Lord Brumprons} 
BINET. 
Sanur, an Undertaker. 
W Puzzie, a Lawyer. 
Derm, Servant to Lord Hardy. 


Tom, the Lawyer’s Clerk, * 
% ad 


Lady. Brumeron. 
Lady Suartor, i han Sifters left in ward 10 Leet 


Lady Harrsor, FaMptods 
Mademoifelle d’Er:ncus. 
Tarrisasp. 

Mrs Farvincara 

Kats Marcnrock, 


WPYificaix Ladicy, Sable’s Servants, Recruits, ‘&e, 


SCENE, COVENT;GARDEN. 








Cauinete ¢ 


Ds eile into laughter. I> can’t bear to fee writ over 
an andertaker’s door, Dreffes for the dead, and ne- 
ceffaries for funerals! Ha, ha, ha! 

Sab. Well, ‘gentlemen, *tis very well; I know you. 
are of the laughers, the wits that the liberty to de~ 
ride all things thar a ee er and folemn. 

cer 


» Cab. Nay, but, , I can’t but admire Sable’s 
nice difeerning on th fuperfluous cares of mankind, that 
could Jead them to the thought of wea eftare by. * 


providing horfes, equipage, and furniture, for thofe thag 
no longer need’em.. ~ 4 
Cam. But is it nov ftrangely contradi¢tory, that 


can come to fo open, fo apparent an hy as, in the: 
face of all sie teh to hire profeifed moumers, to 
grieve, lament,eand fallow, in- their ftead,. the. ned 

relations, and fuborn others to do by art, what they. 
themfelves thould be prompted to by nature. we 
* Sab. That’s reafonably enough: faid, but they regard: 
themfelves: only invall they: acts for the déceas’d, and 


the |, are deli to cul » to be em= 
Teiopa lt’, cay and dragg’d shout, not todo them 
honour, bat to fatisfy the vanity or intereft of ir fare 
as an undertaker! How 
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iGon of things wholly sedlel and infil 








ote our joy, are 
eerie mae anddfelf- 
Sab. You are extremely miftaken, Sir; for one would 
f, to confider thaty after all: our outcries-againit 
iterefted men, there are few, very few in the whole 
world, that live to themfelves, but facrifice their bofom 
blifs to enjoy @ vain fhow and’ appearance of profperity in’ 
the» of others ;, and there‘is-often nothing’ more in- 
wardly diftvels’d, than a young bride in her glittering 
tinueyor deeply joyful, than a young widow in ber wee! coi 
and black train ; of both which the lady of this houfe tay. 
be an inftance, for fhe has been the one,» and is, (Til be 
fworn, the other. 

Cab, You tall, Mr Sable, molt learnedly! . 

Sab. T have the decpelt learning, Sir, experiencey re 
member your widow coufin that marritdlaft month, 

Gab. Ayy bar how cou’d you imagine the -was' in all 
that. hypocrite! —Could all thofe fhrieks, thofe: 
fwodnings, thar rifing falling bofom be conftrain’d? you're 
cuncharitable, Sable, to. believe it—Whar- colour, agen 
veafon had you for it? 

«Sab, Firk, Sir, bs ciseiapeindeensatintores with mer 
sath a never oii eo could meet. with a forrowfulprclist, but 
erfgif enongh to make a hard bargain with me 
re , matt they have frequent interruptions of 
aod forrow when they read. my bill—but, as‘for 
ry nothing, the refolv’d,, fos Jook'd: 5 
fhould, after her Jlove’s death, approach. hers. 
ens er black muft turn out, 
exion made es eyes and: Keart ake, aes 














EP A-LA-MODE. 
the fame urticles fo infix weeks 


leave us) hand interryy 
fuch a nature fo ably —— B 
| Sab. Unfeafonably! why, I tell ris ‘he only ead 
fon (granting her forrow unfeign’d:) When would 
Speak of ipaffion, but in the midit of paions?.there’s a 
what d’ye call, a-crifii-—the | minute that’s fo talk’d 
-of, is a moment between joy and. gri€!, which -you malt 
take hold of, and pufh your fortune——But 
and you'll bett your f fate in the ae ees Mes Fie! 
aid elt st yous all the fays), and. all the paige : 
hip! ie: Bg Gite he hence aioe tas 
8. 19 = A ee fhe’s a true. ‘> 
es arate gegen 
» her cl jut beg. a gr iy lemen 5 
fea oe Tfee. [Exeunt Cab. and.Camp. 
| Enter Sasue’s Men. he 


‘tees Hebe aeenavek, aeotactys tates all been! 
Pasi epahe. the faw-duft and: tar pie i 
ee ahs. fixpenny nails, and my 


Enter Servant. Sta 
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Iythat ever wore one, Well, come yo Lente 


mourners in this honfe, put on your fq d 
by me that I may fi 






IY. provocation 
welldooking pu m1 o 
pity-you, take z ’s fervice,"and fhew 
you the pleafere off i aoe Did not I give -you 
ten, then fifteen, now twenty thillings a-week, to be for- 
rowful? and the more I give you, I think the 

bch yt . 

Enter a Box, 


Boy. Sit, the Gravedigger of St Timothy’s-in-the~ 
Fields would fpeak with you. 

Sab. Let him come in: wy ‘ 
‘ Enter Graveviconn: , ‘ 
Graved, 1 carry’d home to your houfe the throwd the 


“gentleman was bary’d, in lalt night ; I could not ger his 


hing off ‘very cafily, therefore I brought you the: fidger 
all; and, Sir, the fexton gives his fervice to you, and 
defires to Know whether you’d- have anf bodies remoy’d 
or not: if not, he’ll Iet ’em lie in their graves a week 


ger. 
Sab.’ Give him my Service ; I can’t tell readily >but our 
Friend; tell him, Dr Paflpors, -with the powder, has pro- 


~muifed me fix or feven funerals this week. I’l'fend to our 


country farm at Kenfi ‘Gravel-pits, and our city- 
hotife in Warwick-lane for news; you fhall kaow time e- 
Soap Harkee, be fire there’s care taken to give my 
ly Languith’s wonvan a fee to Sut that young fel- 
low who came laft from Osford; ‘be’! rain us all 
“cae, 

iT 


Enter Goovy Trasi. - 


os ye 
. FreontesGooay Ti, yon ald wor bs more"pa 


at 







you I wanted yon, and 
stirgins to-night to fund i 


i 
bound for all the poifon in thi 
he feryes me. juft as Dr Quibus didy 
write atreatife againit water-gruel, 2 damn’d healthy Diop, 
that has done;me more injury than all the faculty: look 
you.now, you are all upon the {ner ; ler me have none but 
downright ftupid countenances—I’ve 4 good mind.to, = 
you all off, and: take: people oat. of. the playh 
haa 7em, they are as ignorant of ftcit a as ‘ate 
of yours; never aft but when ¢ tk 3 when the 
chiet ee of the mind is in Pl vie, or ind@edy 
in cafe of forrowyin no gelture, exeept you were to atta, 
widow, or fo ——But yaurs, you dels, is sll indumb 
fhow, dumb thows [.megn expreffive eloquent hows ax 
who can fee faach an horrid ugly phiz as that fellow’s, and, 
not be fhock’d, offended, and Killed of all joy while he be-* 
holds it? but we mult norloiter — Ye fupid rognes, whom 
[have pick’d out of the rubbith of mankind, and fed for. 
inent worthlefinefs, attend, and know that I speak 
i AF and immutable to all fenfe of noifey 
or tere [dbaker mouths at tem as they pafh 
ly-hiny to bring *em to a canfeant cowntenance.} So, they, 
ave prevy.well—presey well —— {Exeum 
SS Biter Trvsre and Lord Baumrrox. +” G 
*Twas foMinels, Sir, and vender duty to yous 

























who hate. been fo worthy and: fo juft a mater to mr, 
me flay near yous they left me fo, and there 
¥ (wake ram “your lethargic Domber ; on which 
affun "to beleech® you, Sir, to make 


ee eX aaa vt ju 
Gage” 1.” ae 


; dit thou ever tell ) 
‘lifetime? for I muft call ic fo, non.c 
pa after her ‘being fale 5 
ee ws Satin rt 


ae ae 4 T ever know THAN, 
18 could ever recone 














ALAMODE. 


Tarrivas mectin end. ranting, ing te 
= each other. ft 


is come! 
H cough, you'd 


whole fex of 

ai, very {mile 

s fy kets: eee 

irl; thou thalt feel all 

ex tweets dh of being in tich widow's wo- 
man. Ob, how my head runs my firft year out, and 
jimps to all the joys of widowhood : if thirntcen months 
hence'a friend fhould haul.one to a play one has a mind” 
to fee, what pleafure *rwill be, when my Lady Brump- 
ton’s footman’s called (who be a place for that very 
purpofe),to make a fudden infurredion of fine wigs in 
the pit and fide boxes. Then, with a pretty forrow in 
‘one’s face, and'a willing bluth for being flared at, one 
ventures to look round, and bow to one of one’s own 
quality. ‘Thus [very direély] to a foug pretending felt 
Jow of no fortune. Thus [as fearce fecing tim] 10 one 
that writes lampoons. ‘Thus [ fearfully] to one one reale 
Ty loves. ‘Thus [looks down] to one woman-acquain- 
tance, from box to box. Thns, [swith looks differently 
familiar] and, When one has done one’s part, obferve 
‘the aétors do theirs, but with my mind fixed not on thofe 
J look at, bur thofe that look at me—then the ferenades ! 

















ou make my heart bound within 
‘me: I’ll warrant you, Madam, I'll manage ’em all; and, 
indeed, Madam, the men/are really very filly creatures ; 
*tis no fach hard sas — ay rulers! they governors ! 








t. But I protelt, Ma 


wuld Rema ou ord? 
ete yo 5 perk but, I fay, 
we my late Be 
pate ics Vatite rs gearabey prefs’d him there 
4 whenever van my order, had told him ftories to 
my fon-in-law’s difadvantage, in his rage and refentment, 
b whole inerelt lay otherwife) always fell on my knees 
his : 


tunities for him, prevail’d {t him; befides. this, 
’ rer know I had, vin I nae fet 3 fits are 
* help in the government of a good natar'd maa: but, in 
natur'd fellow, have a care of em; he'll hate you 
natural infirmities ; will remember your face in its die 
flortion, and.not value your return of bang. 

“Tat. Orare, Madam; your Ladyfhip's 's a great head-. 
piece ¢ but now, dear Madam, ii is the hard if I may 
take the liberty to fay it—to enjoy ab Sreetont, and 
feem to abftain, to manage the number of iia 


Tha fogs tess Tata while i have. ie 


panne ghee 
















vids Marry me ho, Tattleaid, he that is fo mean as 
to marry a woman after an affair with her, will be fo! 

as to iid ‘that ‘very weaknefs : he, that marries his 
wench, will nfé ‘ber like his wench—foch a pair muft fure 
live in afecret motual feorn of each pther—and wedlock 
is belly if at leatt one fide does not love, as it would be 


” heaven if both did; and I believe it fo mnch heaven, as 


to think it-was never enjoyed in this world. - 
peat Enter a Woman. 


“Wom. A gentleman to Mrs Tattleaid— Re ‘Tat. 
Wid. Go to bim—blefs me, how catétefs and open 
have I been, to this fubtle creature, in the cafe of Cabi- 


. nett fhe’s certainly in his interefts—we le of con- 


dition'are never®giiarded ‘enough againit thofe about us $ 


_ theyewateh when onr minds boil over with joy or grief, 


to comerin upon us: how miferable ’tis to haye one one 
Bates about one! atid when one can’t endure one’s 
Se an ee a a 








ee nes 


> Puzzle is come to wait on your Ladyship about'thewill * 
and the conveyance of mie eee it feems, © 
erate tet eathioes 16 » fy, Madam, -you a 
swidow thefe three hoursy and n Took'd ‘on a parchment 
yet—Oh, impious; to neglest the'will of the dead! 

_ Wid, As you fay indecdythere ill of a hufband’s 
fo willingly obey'd as his latte maft ge in and re- 
ceive him in my formalities: leaning ona couch, is as, 
neceflary a pofture, as his gojng behind his defle when he 
{peaks toa client—but do you bring himim hither till’ I 
am teady— [Bxit. 

Tat. Mr Counfellar, Mr Counfellor———= (Calling. 


Enter Pozz.e and Cutan. ’ 


Pez. Servant, good Madam Tattleaid’: my ancient 
fricad is gone,—bar bufinefs muft be minded—— > 
Tat. 1 wld my lady twice or thrice, as thé lies in 
dumb grief on the gouch within, that you were here ; “but 
fhe regarded me not; however, fince yon fay *tis of fuch 
moment, I’Jl venture to introduce you: pleafe but to re- 
poe here a Tiley while 1 ep in; for methinks T #ORdae 
little prepare her. (Exit Tartleaid. 
~. Pus. Alas! alas! poorlady! Damn’d hypocrites !'Well, 
this nobleman’s death is alittle fadden: therefore; pray 
Jet me recolleg&s open the bag, ‘good Tom; now, Tom, 
thow art my nephew, my dear fifter Kate's only fon, ~ 
and my heir ; therefore, I will conceal from theé, on ho 
otcafion, any thing ; for I would enter thee into bufinets 
as foon as poflible. Know then, child, that the lord'of 
this houfe was one of your men of honour and’ fenfe, 
who loft the latter in the former, and are apt to take all 
men to be like themifelves: now this gentleman entire 
trufted me, and I made the only ufé a man of\ is 
can of atruft, I cheated hims or Lim 1 Be 
fore his face, made his whole eftate livble tovan hundred 
per ennum for myfelf, for good fervices, te. “as for le- 
abies, Oey te BNE Boe as I pleat; for let me tell 
you, aman take pen, ink, and papery fit down by 
anjold fellow, and pretend to take directions jobur atrue 
Jawyer never makes any man’s will®but bis own 3 and, as 
the prieft of old among us, gor near the dying aa Si 


i 





=~ 
is 


GIES, LA OP: A 


BT ss evel 


| Nafiioriel Lip. 24), Kolkata 


Sse the 


=. s the third? "tautology + 
faid sae But to turn to the pl 


Pulls out an immeafurable parchment.) for the -will is of 
eevee we he was not. ca of 





a 


belong:ng, or | Puzzle neds and 


; in any wile a jing, or wit fucer's as the fyno~ 
* the oo eget a et ~ are 


b 


o. c 


. «* . 
1 Hold, hold, Tom; do come on it 
ig bcos, Se eee pol acnnated ve 
rath, 


wore 
‘or enjoyed, accepted, executed, f repeating, whom 
asap as part, lar orig er 


member of the fame jing in | foormfully mimics, 
reas eee tx un-J fie 
dred acres of ¢ meafure, or thereabouts, be thie 


fame more or lefs; all and. fingular which the faid fire, 
capital mefluage, and other the, premifies, with their and 
of their appurtenances are fituate, lying and be- 


—[Read: in a ridiculous law, tone, "till outjof bre: 
you're quite out—you read to be 1d —| 
me fee it—I the faid Earl—Now again, fuppofe this 
were to be in Latin—[Runs into Latin terminations.) 
“making Latin is only making it no Englih_—Fgo prie- 
— ae Bre se iat Be farees rou 
et flabulas—yardos—but there no further perofal. 
fiat Boia sepalledh thee sacle, None vile daira 
ment difinherits his fon utterly—gives all to my Lady— 
moreover, grams the wards of two fortune wards to 
id gf, to be fold by her. which is the fubjeét of may 
ef to her Ladythip, who methinks a little oyerdocs ~ 
oe affair of grief, in eee i ct thas long on fuch 
¢ articles—but here— __ ad 








Enter Terrivarn abiping hor yer. ~ = 
© Tet. T have in vain done all I can to make her regard 


me.—Pray, Mr Puzzle, you're a man of fenfe, come in 





_ yourfelf, and {peak reafon to bring her ¢o fome confidera- 


ithe poms 
uz ‘dares Til come down to the hall, to you; deat 
on. . ae 
(A xit Clerk ane wins Paz, Tatt. another. - 





| Aah. GRIEF ALAMODE. 





‘L. Brumpton and Tr advance ielpeee 
"CL Bema a Tay dea fom 


L. Brum. Trufty, on thy fincerity, fidelity to 
me th rer enka art Sera fr wer 
diredly o'one queftion: Am T really alive? am T that 
identical, > omen Tae Every —_ Lord Brumpton, 
shat ——' a 


Tru. That very Brampton, the 
weep paca tone ve EES Brumpton, who 


Joost his ftrong anc rig with honour and ita 
3 but, im his ye ind-cecly, declin’d fom, ves 
alfo—that ‘Lord Brampton who buried a iy 
who Sc afine fon, who is a fine peledaahy 
but, im his age, that very man, unfeafonably captivated 
with youth and beauty, married a very fine young lady, 
who has difhonoured his bed, difinherited his brave fon, 
and*dances o'er his grave. 
Le Brum. Oh! that damn’d tattologift too Sa ed 
Puzzle and his irrevocable deed! (Pawjing.} Well, I 
» know Ido not really live, but wander o’er the place 
where once T had a treafure——P'll haunt her, Trutys * 
gazein that falfe beauteous face, ‘till fhe tremble, *ail} 
the looks pale, nay, till the Storey i 
Tru. Ay, ay, my Lord, a ghoft vi Saas “tf 
there’s felt Pet bleod | in are expreflion, that 
teous'face fs 
L. Bram, Then, fince you fee my weaknefs, be a 
poe and arm me with all your care, and all your rea» 
OE ot 
* Tra. If ee iT 
fhall cut off this rotten limb, yoar falfe difloyal wife, 4 
aye noble parts, your fon, your family, — 


tena Sa 





« ac 








i 





ioe equal that eftate tq which my, birth entiy 


Deir d Mate 
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ACTH SCENET — 
¥ habbateh Loa Hanes fla ¥ 
: Lord Hinpy.  * * 


Pm fighted where Iam not ; with all the thoufand par- 
ticalarities. which attend thofe whom low fortune and 
high {pirit make malecontents? No ! we've a brave prince 
on the throne, whofe commiflion I bear, anda glorious 
‘warin an honeft canfe approaching, (clening Be band 
on bis fword] in which this thall cut bread fon me, and 


me——Bat what to do in preflures——Ha} 
: L€attir 


inge 
Enter Tai. 
‘Trim, My Lord. : 
LL. Hard. How do the poor rogues that are'to recruit 
‘tay company? 2 

"rein. Dos Sir! they’ve eat you'to your laft guinea, 
LL. Hard. Were you at the agent’s? 
Trim. Yes. ¥ : 
L. Hard. Well, and how? 
Trim, Why, Sir, for your arrears; have ele» 


‘out hel 








* have his own terms ; we can’t flarve, nor muft the fele 
“Yows want. But metbinks this isa calm midnight; Pye 


“GRIEF ALAMODED 


heard no duns'to-day, . La 
Trim. Duns, my Lord? hy now your father’s dead, 
and they can’t arreft you, I fhall grow a litte lef upon 
the fmooth with "em than I have been: Why, friend, . 
fays.1, how often muft I tell you my Lord is not ftir 
sing? his Lordihip has not Qept’ wells -you mult come 
fome other times your Lorgthip will for him wheo 
you aré at/leifuré to look upon money affairs. Or ifthey 
are fo Taucy, fo impertinent as to prefs to a man of your 
gtality for their own—there are canes, there’s Bridewell, 
there’s the ftocks for your ordinary tradefmen. Buttoan 








haughty, thriving, Covent-garden: mercer; “filk or lace+ * 


man, your’ Lordthip gives your moft humble fetviceto 
him, hopes his wife’s well; you have letters to write, or 
you'd fee him yourfelf, but*you defire he wou'’d be with 
you’ punétually fiich a day, that’s yo fay, the day after 
you're gone out of town. ad 

Li Hard. Go, firrah, you're feurrilous ; I won't believe” 


+ there are-fuch men of, quali hear, give my fer- 


iry.—D’ 

vice this afternoon to pCijeate ayia todl 
Tm Gbliged to Pay him for his readinefs to ferve me, 
I'm ee Bae RE forthwith—— 

A voice wi +] Tdon’t know whether he’s within, 
ornot: Mr Trim, is my Lord within? r 

Ly Hard. Trim, fee ivis, Tan’t within, you know— 

Trim avithou®.] Yes, Sir, my Lord’s above jypray walk 


op—— . 
, Es Hard. ‘Who can it be? he owns me too. 


Enter Camrrey and Tam, 


Dear Tom'Campley, this is kind—you are an extraor- 
Spr Lae ite ide aceele ofrey 
aa Foc ae ee oes 

4 SANE UR Dati ven 


Cum Noy ot my Lord; the extraordinary man, 


ho, on the’ thes 
matter of,a temper, that makes e 
caine Pho epatcinie, Seo laste 


>, — L, Hard. Ob, Sir; your feryant—but_let me ‘oh 
i - af 2 


<x, ‘ 


Covi thee 





.) Come — 
here —I pet eyed geo 
Sap Reh soteniee ernie in“ profe, «Miftrefs— 
* Gam. hija nisin tact met a3 
ws a ur placing there. = 
lard.. My placing . 
. ue Why, my Lord, eee things you've faid 
to me in the camp, of my Lady Sharlot, your father’s 
” ward, ran into soy bead. Sor yeep otapky harlem eRe 
my bulinefs to become acquainted in that family, which I 
ae oneent omeee ia love in the 
fame place with your Lordfhip. 
iL. Hard. silere dia bees, econ (ese ee 


iv ‘my Lord, with vother filter, ‘vith Vother 


nen pie egw 1, okt a gE 

Bibcassoph oaming: ¥> arte the only man 

+ breathing fe ta deal to, pA seh Rasen 
there’s a woman!—fo wally nevecnsd ot Mpeouhlp 

vere! her motion fo-unaffected, om hr 

breathe nothing but truth, good ; ing wit, 

rel ite a woman ! fuch life! 

fpirit! fach in a lively com- 

air in her glances t Cgagapenanc cone 

ries in it the triumph of confcious beauty! Her lips are 

asl oboe yam, and balm—There’s fomething in that dear 

s my blood above—aboye—aboye— 

a Hard. Above what? . - maria 


ones Na "A oft filey Stoo 


Sue sig hk ies, on that 


nas 











IL GRIEF 4-La-MODE. 7° 
‘Ton chink pos pinoy cxosllene biczeat 

that is more than fkin-deep 
When Knoy her fares than Ain-deepy Pl 

woman my mind, 

L. Hard. (Oh fy Tom, how can you salk fo lightly of 
i ou mg or prin ine ach ot 
how you in befieging fuch a fort of 


+ creature 5 ves addrefies, gallantry, fiddles ? 


koaw.I put ber out of all her play, by 

humorons manner; I took care in i be- 
fore I difcovered the lover, that the thould, in general, 
haye a opinion of me; and have, ever fince, 
aoe ‘with all the good humour and eafe I was.able 
now extremely at a lofs" how to throw 


pee teary a8 acquaintance, into the diftaace- 
. Fadovers but I laugh her out of it, ‘when the begins x0 


* frown, and look grave at my mirth; T mimic her 
barfts out a laughing — 
L. Hard. That’s ridiculous enovgh. ¥ 
Cam, By Cabiner’s interelt over my Lady Brumpton, 
with. gold and flattery to Mrs Fardingale, an ge co 
her Ladythip has placed about smorenpbedien 4 have 
aly at allgimes, and am this peur Soren be i, 
her into their appartment—I have found, you” 
mult knows that the is my relation 
N41. Hard. Her Ladythip has chofe an odd companion 
for the young ladies ——— 
Cam, hy iny Lady's a politician; fis sold essen 


‘one day, that an pr oa belt 
Pineal eunuchs in eae 


Heb 








eee Y mutt march nm ye 


‘many a one under 

L. Hard, But 
with half the sishatoa you have under gine; for to 
confels my weaknefs, though I know the loves me, though 
I know fhe is as ftedfaltly pine, as her heart can. 
her: I know not how, I have fo fublime an idea of 
her high value, and fuach a melting tendernefs diffolyes my 
whole frame, when I am near her, thatmy tongue falters, 

nerves fhuke, and my heart fo eats eee am 
es, that my premedicated refolves vanitlr into co 
Nene es-and broken utterance j 
» ha, ha! this is a campaigner too! Why, 
ahi that’s 's the condition Harriot would have me in, 
sil then fhe thinks the could have me ; but I, that know 
Ther, better than fhe does herfelf, Pag ‘he'd ae fe, 
and lead me a two years dance longer, 
the end, turn me into thé herd poem bent Wied 
mien of better fenfe, who have 
JSake—but I thall make her no fach eae: 
‘well my Lady Sharlot’s a woman of fo folid an underftand- 
ing 5 I don’t know another that would not ufé you ill for 
your high value—— 

L. Hard. But, Tom, I mutt fee your fong you've fent 
your Coufin Fardingale, as yon call her.« 

“Cam. "This ede arr Y J No, hang’it, 
my Lord, a man makes fo fill are when his verfes 
are age o Thot hat not left off thy loving 
pA ig ming, Trin’s cape ve Tied bake me 

iture at 
































"his 


dit 


SF 
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GRIEF A-LA-MODE. — 


+ own, wicked arts have brought him to?—Knapfack! Oh, 

eae: can I hear. this of thewman I love? — 
k! Thave not words! [Stamprabout the rooms 
1 ath you to cool upon it; love and anger are 
ver pafions.—+— (Em 
“Lae Pe Har. She bag lock’d us in — 

La. Shae. Koapfack! Well, I will break walls to go 
to him—I could fit down and cry my eyes out! Dear 
filter, what a rage have I keen in? Knapfack! I'll give 
vent to my juft refentment—Oh, how thall I avoid this 

fe woman, how meet that excellent man! whatan helps 
efs condition are you and I in now? If we run into the 
world, that youth and innocence, which fhould demand 
afliftance, does but attract invaders: Will Providence 

guard us? How do I fee that our fex is naturally indigent 
of protedtion !—I hope ’tis in Fate to crown our loves 5 
for it is only in the protection of men of honour that we 
are naturally truly fafe 5 * 


And woman’s happinefs, for all her fcorn, 
| Ts only by that fide whence fhe was born. 
7 . 





ACT UL SCENEL 


Exter Lord Hanvy, Camrvey, and Term. 
‘ _« Lord Harpy. 


NT iin jade Tattleaid faw me upon the fairs; for 
Thad not patience to keep my concealment, but 
out ta. fee what was become of you. 

3 we have advice, however, it Yeems from the 

already—this miftrefs of 'Tri’s is a 2 


jacks 
’ “Tim Ay, (Géndlemen, fhe has ie rae 





allftant — but “faith, 


lip as. one ss a 
by 


oe 


LG eng dete le: in 
he'll Be ‘affftant z 











; 


# 








fay, cries I, that indeed my Lord Hardy is really.a per. 
fon I have a.great honour for-—— 

L. Hard. Pik! is, that all? I undesitand you—your 
wiftrefs docs not knavw that youdo me the honour to.clean 

) thoes or fo, upon oceafion—Pr'ythee, Will, anake youre 

as confidersble aa you pleafe..¢ 

Trim, Well then, your leffon is this——sihe, out of 
her refpest to me, and landing Mr Campley was an 
intimate of my friend my Lord Hardy, and condefsend- 
ing (tho” the is of a great how’ in France) to make mi 
raas for the improvement of the Englifh ——whieh gives 
her eafy admitrance— the, I fay, mov'd by thefe promi 
fes, -has vouchfafed to bring a letter from ny Lady Har- 
riot to Mr Campley, and came to me to bring her to him, 
You are to onderfland allo, that the is drefs'd in the latelt 
French cut; her drei is the model of their habit, and 
herfelf of their manners—for fhe is—Bot you fhall fee 
her- ° Exit. 
L. Hard. This gives me fome life !— cheer up, Tom— 
but behold the folemnity—do you fec Trim’s gallantry? £ 
fhall Laugh owe * 














a- Enter Tru, leading in Mantmorseute. 


Trim. My dear Lord Hardy, thissis. Mademoifelle 
a'Epingle, whofe name you've often heard me figh: 
{Lord Hardy faletes: her] Mr Campley—Mademoifelle 
@Epingle. [Campley flutes bore] 
Mad. Votre fervant, Gentlemen, votte fervant— 
Cam, 1 prptelt to you, 1 never faw any thin 
ming as your drefs—fhall T beg the favour: 
fcend to let Mr Trim lead you once round th 
I may admire the elegance’ of your habit. 
pine i 
Le Hard. How could yout finch a th 























‘Meat One A-LA-MODE. “a 
+ Mad. De Englife! poor barbarians, poor fuvages, dey 
“know no more of de drefs,. but to cover dein oe ts. 
[Glides along the rcom.] Dey be cloded, bur nor. drels'd 
=boty Monhieur Terim, which Monf.-Campley ? 
Trim, “That's honelt Tom Campley —- 






Cam. At your fervice, Mademoituile 
Mad. fear Lincur de cei firey [Pulling out -the det~ 
ters and recolleGitig, as loth to deliver it.) bar Mr Terim 
| being your intimate friend, #2 I defigning to honour him 
es de way of an hnfband—So, fo, how do T ren away in 

ifcourfe —I never mike promise to Mr Terim before, and 
now do it par accident. 

Cam, Dear Will Trim is extremely obliging in having 
prevail’d upon you to do a thin; the feverity of your 
virtue, andthe greatnefs of your quality (though a firan- 
ger in the® country you now honour by your dwelling in 
tr) would not'let you otherwife condeicend to. 

Mad, Oh, Monficur, oh, Monfiew ! you. fpeak my 
very thonghts—Oh! I don’t know how! pardon me to 
give e-billet—it fo look ! O fy! I cannot May after it— 
[Drops it, runs affottedly to the ober end of the roomt, thom 
quite outy re-cnters.) 1 beg ten thoufand pardons. mgee 
fo inal-a-propose 


























[Cortfies ay ‘polls 


know you command here—pray, if Madam d’Epinglé will 
honour our cottage with longer flay, wait on her in and 
entertain her. pray, Sir, be Free 
My Lord, you know your power over me 5 ; I'm 








[Leads ber out. 





Peas which you were too generous)to » 
Gur lait conyerfation—— we have reafon 
widow's practices in relation to our fortunes, 
400. quick for her—T afk Lady 

c aro not fey fenfe to Lord Hardy. 
bat ders me Kit oo— 









aa 









Li Har. Your fervant, good Madam—Mr Trim, Yours 


: ets. 


* there, there, there—let go my hand 


[UPR ET 
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“ have, and will-have admittance every where ; there 
* fore we may hear from you. R 
“Lam, Sin} 
“ Your molt obedient fervant, 
“« Harrior Lovey.” 


My obedient fervant' thy obedience fhall eveg,be as vo- 
Tuntary as now—ten thoufand thoufand kiffes on thee— 










thou dear paper—look you, my Lord—what a pretty 
hand it ¢ 
L. Hard. Why, Tom, thou doft not give me leave to _ 


fee atch it to your mouth fo—you'll ftide the 





poor lady 
“Cam. Look you, my Lord, all along the lines, here 
went the pen, and through the white imervals her fhowy 
fingers. Do you fee, this is her name — 

L. Hard. Nay, there’s Lady Sharlot’s name too in 
the midit of the letter—why, you'll not be fo unconfcio- 
nable—you’re fo greedy, you'll give me one kifs fure— 

Cam, Well, you thall, but you're £0” eager,—don’t 
bite me—for you fhan’t have it in your own hands — 








L.. Hard. What an exquifite pleafure there is\in this 
{ooTery —— but what fhall we do? 

Cam. I have a thought; pr’ythee, my Lord, call 
Tem. 

L. Hard. Ua, Trim: 

Gam. Hold; Mr Trim—you forges his miftrels is 
there, 

L. Hard, Cra’merey—dear Will Trim, Rep ji 

Cam. Ay, that’s fomething — 


Exter Tarn. 


Trim, have I not feen a-young womaft 
Madam d’Epingle’s trinkets for her, cot 
Lady Brumpton’s. 

Thin. Yer, you might have feen guchila 
waits for her now—— ~ < 
. Do you think you could not prevail & 
in that wench’s clothes, and attend yi 
Sh her fteadiphither? they'll not dream we tho 


attempt again. y 
2 


Pare 






























+ Trin. Yes, Vil engage ic ——. r aq 

lg Cam, ‘Then we'll trait the relt to our good genius: “ 
T'll about it inftantly—Harrior Lovely | > 4 

(Exit, kifing the letter. 


Enter Winow and Tatriram, 


Wid. “¥his wes well done of you; be fure you tke 
scare of their young ladyihips; you shall, I promife you, | 
“have a fhip in the fale of se 

Tat. I thank your gi Rood ladlyfip. 
SN Wie As that the porzcr’s paper of how dye’s? 

Tat. Yes, Madam he jult fent it up—his general 
anfwer is, that you’re as well as can be expected in your 
condition, but that you fee nobady. 

Wid, Vhat’s right—[ Reading names. Lady Riggle, 
Lady Formal—Oh! that Rigyle, a pert ogler—an in- 
difcreet filly thing, who is really known by no man, yet 
for her carriage juftly thought common to all; and as 
Formal has only the appearance of virtue, fo fhe has on- 
ly the appearance of vice—What chance, I wonder, put 
thefe contradigtions te cach other into the fume coach, as , 
you fay they call’d —-Mrs Frances and Mrs Winnifred. 
ieconer are the’ _ 
are the country great fortunes, have ect 
out coe this whole year ; they are thofe whom your 
Spent faid, upon being very well borp, took upon ’em 

bred. 























TP’ fay fo? really I think "twas apt enough; 
member "em: Lady Wrinkle—Oh, that fmaug 
fi! there's ng enduring her affeétation of youth, 
ae her; T always alk whether ber daughter in 
ae agrandchild yet or not——Lady Worthy 

bbear her company, fhe has fo much eee 
heart, which T have in.my mouth) pep 
Afterday—Ohy, tha’s the that, 


it bout 
he’s »hoiri 
her 









a 


‘Spire: smott al] take. 






2 Ory: 


ha?’ The reft are a catalogue of mere names or titles they | 
‘were born to,-an infipid crowd of the neither good nor 
bad—but you are fare thefe otHer ladies faxfpect not in the 
leaft that I know of their coming —+ 

Tat. No, dear Madam ; they are to afk for me—= 

Wid. T hear a coach Exit Tat. 
T’ve now an exquifite pleafure in the thought of furpalling 
my Lady Sly, who pretends to have outgriev’d the whole 
town for her hufband—They are certainly coming 
Oh, no! here let me——Thus Jet me fit and think— 
[Widow on her couch, swhile fhe is raving as to be 
Tattleaid o/tly brings in the Ladies. Wretched, difcon- 
folate as, 1 amt Oh, welcome,—welcome dear killing 
anguifh—Oh, that I could lie down and die in my pre~ 
fent heavinefs—But what—how? Nay, my dear, dear 
Lord —— Why do you look fo pale, fo ghaftly at mayo" 
wottoo, wottoo, fright thy own trembling thivering 
wife 

ma Nay, good Madam, be comforted. 
Thou thalt not have me —— — [Pufher Tate 

tr . Nay, good Madam, ’tis I, "tis I, your Lady- 
fhip’s own woman—’Tis I, Madam, that drefs.you, and 
talk to you, and tell you all that’s donei n the houfe eve- 
ry day; *tis I 

Wid. Is it then pofhble? Is it then poflible that [ am y 
left ?—{peak to me not—hold me not -—I’ll break the 
lining walls with my complaints. . [Looks furprifed at 
Jecing company, then feverely at Tattleaid.] Ah! Tatue- 


‘aid ——— 
































1 La. Nay, Madam, be not angry at her 
come in fpite of hier—we are your friends, 
concern'd 2s you-— 

Wi. Ab! Madam, Madam, Madamy 
an undon¢ woman—QOnh, met Aiast Alas? 
[All join iyber votes. Viwoon, 1 expire} 
Sacha. Pray, Mrs Tattleaid, bring fo 
cordial to: her. * 
$.L0. Indé-d, Madam, you fhould have 
Lordthip was old. To d’e is but going belong. 






















* Enter Tarruratw loaded swith bottler. 3d Lady takes 
ie lothe from bars and danke. Be: “ 

4 La. Lord! how my Lady Flirt drinks; P'vesheardy 
indeed, but fever could believe it of her. [Drinks alfo. 

1 Lm But, Madam, don’t you hear what the town 
fays of th&jile Flirt, the-men lik’d fo much in the Park? 
—Hark ye —was feen with him in an hackney-coach— 
and filk (tockings—key-holg—his wig—on the chair.— 

\ [ihipers by interruption. 
%\ 2 La. Impudent flirt, to be found out! 
3°La. But I {peak it only to you — 
4 La. Nor ¥ but to one more 








[Whippers next womarm 

5 La. I can’t believe it; nay, I always thought it, 
Madam—— [Whifpers the Widow, 

Wid, Sure, *tis impofible! the demure prim, thing— 
fre all the world’s hypocrify—— Well, I thank my 
flrs, whatfoever fufferings I have, I've none in reputa 
tion. L wonder zt the men; I could never think her 
hundfome. She has weally a good thape and complexion, 
but no mien, and no woman has the ufe of her beauty. 
without mien. Her charms are damb, they want utters 
ance. But whither does diltraéion lead me to wlk of 
charms? 
1 La, Charms! a chit’s, a girl’s charms——Comes 
let us widows be true to ourfelves, keep our countenan- 
ces and our chfradters, and a fig for the maids, I mean 
the uninarried. 
2 sAy, fince they will fet up for our knowledge, 
not we for theirignorance ? 
But, Madam, o” Sunday morning at church I 
ou, and look’d at a great fufs in a glaring 
xt pew. That ftrong mafculine thing is a 
ife, pretends to’ all “the teRdernefs 
‘ ne fain put thet 




























! T have m Fox wiki T heartily: 
people for their wealth —they might have rereawd 

own Poe! You'd die, Madam, to fee her and hér'equi- 

I thought the honeft fat tits, her horfes, were 

Cer of their finery ; they dragg’d on, as if they were 

fill at plough, and a great bafhful-look’d booby behind, 
frafp’d the coach, a8 if he had held one. 

5 La. Alas! fome people think there’s nothing but 
being fine-to be gentecl: ut the high prance of the 
Ahorfes, and the briik infolence of the fervants, in an equi- 
page of quality, are inimitable, but to our own beats and 
fervants. 

1 La. Now you vilk of equipage, I envy this Lady the 
beauty he’ll‘appear in in a mourning coach, ’twill 10 be- 
come her complexion ; I confefe, I mylel® moutn’d two 
years for no. other Take up that hood there 5 
Ob ! that fair face with a veil. 
















[They take up her stood. 
Wid. Fy, fy, tadies— Shee T’ve been toltl, indeed, 
black does become: 
2 La. Well, Vl take the liberty to fpeak it, there's 
young Nutbrain has long had (I'll be fworn) ‘a paifion for 
iF lady: bot Vil tell you one thing, I fear the'll dif- 
Tike ; that is, he’s younger than Mie is. 
3 La. No, that’s no exception ; bur I'll tell! you then, 
he’s younger than his brother. 
Wid. Ladies, talk not of fuch affairs » who'cou’d love 
Sach an unhappy relié as Tam ? Bury &ar 
Grounds have you for that idle ftory ? 
4 La. Why, he toalts you, and 2 ge 
Spoke of ; it muft be a match. 
Wid. Nay, nay ; you rally, you ray i 
mican it kindly. 
1 La. I fwear we do, 
UL Tattleaid, ewhijper: 
But 1 real Beleeeh yous Ladies 


a5 -to vifit and 

















1, me for. Pre ao relih of Food o€ joy, but will try to get a 
* bit down in my own chamber, 
All. No, no, you muft go with us, 
1 La. There’s no pleafure without you. 
Wid. But, Madam, I mult beg of your Ladythip not 
* tobe f\cimportune to my freth calamity, as to mention 
Notbrain Yay more: I’m ‘fare there’s nothing in it: in 
love with me, quotha a’! [ii helped off. Exeunt, 


Enter Mapemotserte, agd Camrugy iz women's 
Ny hth carcsing ber things. 

Déei. I very glad us be in de ladies antichamber; I 
was thamed of you. You yon fuch impudent look : be- 
fides, me wonder you were not feized by the conftable, 
when you puth’d de man into de kennel 
Gam. Why, fhou’d 1 have Jet him kifs’d me? 

Mad. No; but if you had hit him wit fan, and fay, 
why, fare fancy box, it been enoughy befide, what you 
hitted de gentleman for offer kifle me. 

Gam, V beg pardon ; I did not know you were pleilfed 
with it. 

Mad Pleafe, no; bat me radér-be kiffe den you. Mr 
Terim’sufriend, be found out. Cou'd hor you fay when 
he kiffe me, fre, faucy box, dat’s meat for your mafter. 
Befides, you take fach ftrides when you walk——walk 
——Oh fy ! defe little pete tiny bits a woman fteps. 

[Sheawing her ep. 

Son. But, prtythee, Mademoifelle, why have you loft 
fh rongué all of a fudden ; methought when the 

F whores, as we came along, and 

to e their own people, you gave him * 
Englith ; he was a dog, a raftal, you'd fend 


























bay ha! T was in ‘a pafion, and 

wre my lover’s friend, and a man of 
e know you'll do ‘nothing to injure us. 
Camples, you mult know I can fpeak as 
fi as you; but I don’t, for fear of lofing my 
glith will never give a bag 5 for an} 


undériland. | Nay, Ive k 
retend to buy. wich good breeding, 46 






or = Son not be thought to have 








Bsc te ruNERAT, a 
cnough to know what they are doing’ {trange and) far= 
Heat es they only like; don’t you fee chow they 
W gallons of the juice of tea, whiletheir own dock- 
leaves are trod under foot: Mum: my Lady Harriot. 


Enter Lady Hansior. 





- 
Midam, votre fervante, fervante. 4 
La. Har. Well, Mademoilelle, did you deliver my 
letter? é J 
Mad. Ovi— 1 
La. Har. Well, and how—is that it in your hand? 
Mad. Ovi—— | 


La, Har. Well then, why don’t you give it me? 

Mad. O fy! Lacy, dat be fo right Englife, de Englife 
mind only dé words of de lovers, but de words of de low 
vers are often lie, but de ation ne lie—— 

La. Har. What does the thing mean? Give me my 
Netter — ’ 

Mad. Me did not deliver your lereer—— 

La. Har, No? 

Mad. No, me tell you, me did drop it}'to fee My 
Campley how cavalier to take it up. As defe me drop it 
fo, Monfieur run to take it up — 

gi both run to take it up. Mad teokes it, 

La, Har. Ovi—But dus he do—dere de letter—very 
well, very well, O L'Amour! yowaét-de manner, (Mr 
Campley—take it up better than I, da. i 

Ci 












, 















[Lady Harrior reads.) 


« Manan, 

* Iam glad you mention’d what indeed 
thar time think of, nor if 1 had, fhou’d 
* how to have fpoken of. But’blels:-me 
“ tune can, by turning thofe fair eyes upon, 


Your moft faithful, ¢ 
» What does he mtan? But blefs me more 
——Oh, ’tis he himfelf—[Looking about 


« 






hopteo te: romp——L 

bass add to your native confidences ba 
look fo very bold in that drefs—and your arms . “all 
off—and your petticoats how they hang! 

Cam. lemoifelle, voulez vouz de Salville L’ean 

@? Hongzie, chez Monfieur marchand de Lien 

Dis forse tet, panes, his trinkets.) effence, a 4 
* little book French for teach de elder broders make com- } 

pliments. Will you, I fay, have any thing that I haye, 

will you have a!l T have ?—9-Madam. 

nd, for the humour’s fake, will never 
this box while I live, ha, ha, ha! 
Harriot, we maft not ftand laugh- 
obferve in your letter, delays are dangerous 
d woman’s cuftody of you —Therefore I 
mutt, Madam, befeech you, and pray {tay not on nicetes, 
but be advis’d. 

La, Har, Mr Campley, I have no will but yours. 

Cam, Thou dear creature !——Buty [Kis her bends] 
Hark’ye, then you mu{t change drefles with Mademoi- 
felle, und go with me joftantly, 

La. Har. What you pleale—— 

Cant. Madam D’Epingle, I muft defire you tw compl 
with a hamour of gallantry of ours ; you may be fure, af 
have an eye over the treatment you have upon my account; 
anly co change habits with Lady Harriot, and let her go 
while you ftay. 

ite Wit allemy heart. [Offers to undrefi berfelfe 
, What, before Mr Campley ? 
oh, very Anglaife! datis fo Englife! All - 
lity int Trance are drefs and betes ahi va- 
$ de man chambermaid help compléxion, 7 
woman. (Apart to Har. 
Nay, that’s a fecret in drefs, Mademoiielle, 
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‘32 ‘The FUNERAL: or, AGI.’ 
‘What a delicate chattity the has! There's fomething fo 
grofs in the carriage of fome wives (tho? they're. honelt 
too) that they lofe their hufbands hearts for faults 
which, if they have either good natare or good. breed- 
ing, they know not how to tell ’em of But how hap- 

yy am Tin fach a friend as Hardy, fuch a mjfrels as : 

farriot ! a 


Continue, Heav'n, a grateful heart to blefs 
With faith in friendthip, gnd in love fuccefs. cae 


ACT Iv. SCENE IL 
Enter Wivow and Trusty. 


Winow. 


R Trufly, you have, I do affure you, the fame 
place and power in the management of my Lord 
Brumpton’s eftate, as in his lifetime. (1 am recuced to 
a neceflity of trufting him) [afdes) However Tattleaid 
diffembles the matter, the mult be privy to Lady Harviot’s 
efcape, and Fardingale’s as deep with ’em both, and I 
fear will be their ruin, which ’tis my care and diy to 
prevent. Be vigilant, and you hall be rewarded. T° 
fhall employ you wholly in Lady Sharlot’s affairs, -the is 
able to pay fervices done for her. You've fenfe, and un 
derftand mes © [Exit Widow. 
Tru. Yes, I do indeed underftand you, and could” 
with another could with as much deteftation a8 
my poor old Lord is fo ftrangely, fo bewi 
namoured of her, that even after this dife 
wickednefs, I fee he could be reconcil’d «0 
though he is athamed to confels 10 me, 1 kn 
to fpeak withher. If I tell Lord Hardy 
his fortune, she would not let his fatler be 
by a public way of feparation, If things 
privately, I khow she'll throw us all}; there’s 
‘way; Imuft expofe her to make a re-uni 
cable. Alas! how is honeft wrth banifhed 
when we muft watch the feafons and folt 
2 

















when on your 1 ‘ rons a 
‘Cam. Taffure you it moderates the fwell of jay that I 


*. am in; to think of your difficulties. I hope my felicity is 


\ 


Y 





previons to yours; my Lady Harriot gives her fervice to ~_ 
you, and we both think it but decent to fufpend our mar= 
iape, till your and Lady Sharlot’s affairs are in the fame 


Ly Hard. Where is my Lady? 

Cam, She’s at my aunt’s, my Lord. But, my Lord, 
if you don’t interpofe, I don’t know how I fhall adjuft mat- ~ 
‘ters with Mr Trim, for leaving his miftrefs behind me; I 
fear he'll demand fatisfaction of me. 

Trim. No, Sir; alas, I can know'ne fatisfaétion while 
fhe is in jeopardy. Therefore would rather be put ina 
‘way to recover her by ftorming the caftle, or other feat of 
arms, like atrne enamour’d fwain as I am. 

Cam. Since we are all thret then expecting lovers, my 
Lord, pr’ythee, let’s have that fong of yours which fuits 
our common purpofe. 

L. Hard. Call in the boy. 

Boy fings. 
en LS L 
28 minutes Bring the happy tours 


Chloe blufbing to the bower: - 
Shall all itlte fames be oer, 


“Chlaey fie'd far eer on thee, 
+ all.thy fox to mex 


IL 








CTE TY 










: BA aL) bec . 
54 ‘The FUNERAL: er, “Aaiv 
“Trin. Look you, Gentlemen, fince, 2s you are pleas’dy 
to fay, we're all lovers, and confequently poets, do 
me the honour to hear a little air of mine: you mutt know 
then, I once had the misfortune to fall in ine below my- 
felf; but things went hard with us at that time, fo that 
miy pallion, or, as I may poetically fpeak, my f#t, was in 
the kitchen: ’twas towards a cook-maid; ‘but before I 
ever faw Mrs Deborah. A 
L. Hard. Come on then, Trim, let’s have it. 
Trim. T matt run into next room fora late. [Exit. ¢ 
Cam. This mutt be diverting! can the rogue'play! ¢° 
ae 


1 


Re-enter Trim, with a pair of tongs. 

Trim. Tyear Cynderaxa herfelf very well underftood 
this inftrumgnt, I therefore always fling this fong to ity 
as thus: uf 

r I. 
+ Gynderaxa kind and goad, * 
Has all my heart and flomach too s ’ 

-, not bate my food, a 
h vivenches dos 


IL. 


her Vulcan's cell, 
ich all but I a coal-bole call 
Fly, fivs ye that abéve flairs devell, ~ 

Her face is wafh'dy ye Vanifp all. ) 
Il. 
And as She's fair, fhe cant impart 
That beauty to make all things fines 

% Brightens the floor with avond rows art; 
i jud at her touch the difher fhine. 

L. Hard. 1 Will, thou art a 
And at her touch the difes fhine———As 
your lute as finely. 
or . - Enter Box. I ©. 
\ Boy. "There's one Mr'Trulty below 

my Lord, gues 






























Aa 


!\,. Le Hard. Mr Trafty, my father’s Neward! what can 
he have to fay to me? 
; Cam, He's yery honeft, to my knowledge. 
L. Hard. 1 remember, indeed, when 1 was turn’d out 
of the houfe, he follow’d me to the gate, and wept over 
me, forwyhich, I've heard, he’d like to have loft his place. 
But, however, I mult advife with you a little, about my 
* behaviour to him: let’s in. Boy, bring him up hithers 





tell him I'll wait on him prefencly, [Exit Boy. . 


“ 1 thall want you, I believe? here, Trim. [Exeunt. 
ts ez Re-enter Box and Tausty. 


Boy. My Lord will wait on you here immediately. 
[Exit Boy, 
Tru, Tis very well—thefe lodgings are but homely 
for the Earl of Brumpton—Oh, that damn’d ftrampet!— 
that I thould ever know my mafter’s wife for fach!—— 
How many thoufand things does my kead run back to ! 
Afier my poor father’s death, the good Lofd took me, 
becaufe he was a captain in his regiment, and gave me 
education: 1 was, 1 think, three-and-twenty when this 
young Lord within was chriftened ; what ado there was 
about calling ‘him Francis! [evipes bir ger) Thefe -are 
but bed loxtgings for him. I cannot bear the jey, to think 
* that TI thall fave the family from which I’ve had my 
bread. 





«© Enter Trim. 


Trints Sir, my Lord will wait on you immediately. 
Sir, ‘tis my duty to, wait on him——[ 4s ‘Trim 
AV But, Sir, are not you the young man that at- 












ever fince ? 
fes, Sir, I am. 
Nay, Sir, no harm; bat you’ll thrive the better 


Jike thf old fellow, I fmell more money. 


(Afide. Exit. 
itis ee eight Ti fince I faw him ; 
n ninetetn, when fen him to the 


Eater 


at Chrift-Church in Oxford, and have ‘fol- » 


Enter Lord Hazy. 


L. Hard. Mr Trafty, Um glad to fee you; you 
Jook very hale and jolly, you well—T’m glad to fee 
it—but your commands to mé, Mr Trufty ? 

Tru. Why, my Lord, I prefume to wait, wn your 
Lordfhip; my Lord, you're ftrangely you're your | 
father’s very picture ; an he, my ¢ you are the 
very man that look’d fo plegs’d, w fee me look fo fine in 
my lac’d livery, to go to court. T was his Page when he 
was jaft fach another as you. He kifs’d me afore’ a grear 
many Lords, and faid I was a brave man’s fof *Lat- 
taught him to exercife his arms. I remember he carried 

“me to the great window, and bid me be fure to keep in 
your mother’s fight in all my finery. She was the fineit 
young creature ; the maids of honour hated to fee her at 
court. My Lord then courted my good Lady: the was 
as kind to me on her death-bed5 fhe faid to me, Mr 


‘Trufty, take care of my Lord’s fecond poarria, for thar 


child’s fake: fhe pointed as well as the could to you; 
you fell a-crying, and faid the should not die; but the 
did, my Lord; the left the world, and no one'like her 
in’, Forgive me, my honour’d mafter. Weber cass to 
my Lord, and bugs him.) V've often oes  thefe 


arms that 3 they were then 5 ‘bot if I 
die cae Sound worth five rst by my 
gifts *tis what I’ve got in the family, and I return‘ir to 
you with thanks—but, alas ! do. live<o fee you want it? 

Z. Hard, You confound me with all this tendernefs 









oe er 
, public juftice in this cafe, "till we fee farther 5 "1 
‘smmake it noifyy which we muft not do, if T might advile:~ 
You thall, with a detachment of your company, feize the 
corpfé as it goes out of the houfe this evening to be in- 
terr'd in the country 5. ’twill only look like taking the ad= 
iniltragion upon yourfelf, and commencing a fuit for the | 
vhas put off the lying in ftate, and Lady Har- 
+ riot’s efeape with Mr Campley makes her fear he will 
prove a powerful friend, both to the young ladies and 
your Lordhip. She cannottrith decency be fo buty, as 
when the corpfe is out of the houfe; therefore haltens it. 
your whole affair s leave the care of Lady Shar- 
Jor to me; T’Il pre-acquaint her, that fhe may’ot be 
frightened, and dipole of her fly co obfrve the i= 


$ € 



















ues. 
L: Hard. 1 wholly underftand you} it (hall be doney 
Tru. Vm fure 1am wanted this moment ‘for yoor in- 
terelt at home. ‘This ring fhall be the pallport of intel- 
Tigence ; for whom you fend to affaft us, and the re- 
mittance of it feal’d with this, fhall be authentic from 
within the houfe, 
L. Hard. ’Tis very ‘well. : 
Tru. Hope all you can wih, my Lord, from a cer- 
tain fecret relating to the eftate, which I'll acquaint you 
with next time I {ee you, [Bit 
L, Hard. Your fervant——This fellow’s ftrangely ho- 4 
neft—Ha! Will. 
Eder Campregy and Trim. 
Will, don’t the ee re for me to. fee’em at their, 
parade before this houfe 2. Lanse : 
Tiim. Yes and have waited thele-three houts, 
Hard. Goto ‘cm; I'll be there mylelf immediate- 
gyult attack with, ’em, if, the rogues ate fturdy, 


~, hi 
1 guefs where—I'm ovesjoy’d at it. TI wae. 
















6 iar Pe rae 
¢ Canes 


v3: 
2 Sol. The French! pox, are but a com of 
feratching cacy pe ate 
Trim, Harkee, don't bl ‘Were not you a lite 
miftaken in your facings at Steenkirk? a 
~ 2 Sol. 1 grant it ; you know I have en antipathy to the 
—I-hate to fee the dogs——Look you here, 
# gentlemen, I was fhot quite through the isiy deg 
rin, Peyhee, look, where it enter'd at your back. 
2 Sol. Look you, Mr Trim, you will have your joke 5 
” we'know you are a wit—but what’s that co a fighting 
man? 





Enter Kast eae 
Kate. Mr Drim,—Mr Trim— 
Trim. ‘Things are not as they haye been, Mrs ken 


I now pay the company—and we that Py ae iret 
‘a little more ceremony —— 


Kate, Will go Honour pleafe to talte fame right 


French brandy? 
Te eth fg woman, ih? (Dr 
French! —pray—nay, if Tifind you deceive mey 
Eb ih [Drinks 


* Tay, se esrb on See d 


. 
Tal bes 2 incopy i bw 




















G] iP A. a 


man’s fbotian, Taft Right, by their talk, made: me thinke> 


there was danger of a peace; why, they faid ull the _ 
prime were againft:a war. . 
Trim fio, never fear; you know I 
3 all men~are for war, bot fome 
Fe Boge and fome would have ie at home ia their 
coun 


own 


_ Kate. Ay, fay you fo? Drink about, gentlemen, not 
a farthing to pay ; a war i8 a war, be it where it will. 
Bot, pray, Mr Trim, fpeak* to my Lord, that when 
eee gentlemen have fhirts I may wafh for ’em. 

-. 1 tell you, if you behave well to-night, you 
fhall have a fortnight’s pay each man as a reward ; but 
there’s none of you induftrions; there’s a thoufand 
things you might do to help out about this town ——as 
to cry—puff—puff pyes—have you any knives or iciffars 
to grind—or late in an evening, whip from Grubftreet 
ftrange and bloody news from Fianders—votes from the 

. Houle of Commons—buns, rare buns—old filver lace, 
cloaks, fuits, or coats—old thoes, boots or hats—But 
here, here, here’s my, Lord a-coming—here’s the cap- 
tain; fall back into the rank—there, move up in the 
tre. ane . 








Eater Lord. Hanoy and Camrver. 

L, Hari. Let me fee whether my ragged friends are 

=e and about me. - 
‘ate. Enfign*Campley, Entign Sampler, Tm over- 
jae fee your honour 5 ha’ the world is farely alter’d, 


Kate. Dear foul, nota bit of pride in him ; but won’t 
honour help in my bu: with my Lord ?+fpeak 
ble Enfign, do. * 









= . Was 
” Cam ?Tis fo, "faith, Kate; why, art thou trae tothe 
caufe, with’the company fill, honeft Amazon? — 


. 








firkt try’d if he could ftand.on his leg not think 
eae pluader, except ovr 2 Be he was a 
puppy that made my cighth h run the gauniler for 
not turning his toes out. i. 
L. Hard. Well, we'll contder thee, Kate, bur’ fall 
back into the rear. A roll of what? Gendemen falters, 
Trim. to Bumpkia.} Do you hear that? my Eérd him- 
odelf can’t deny bat we're all gentlemen as much as his 





ur 

L. Hard. reading.] Gentlemen foldicrs, quarter’d in 
and about Guy-court in Vinegar-yard, in Raifel-court in 
Drary-lane, belonging to the Honourable Captain ay 
dy’s oooitey of foot—So, anfwer to your names, and 
march off from the left—John Horfeem, corporal: 
march eafy, that 1 may view you as you pafs by me: 
drums, Simon Rufie, Darby Tatoo—there's a fhilling 
for you—Tatoo, be always fo tight: How does he keep 
himfelf fo clean? 

Trim. Sir, he’s‘a tragedy-drum to one of the play- 


houfes. 
L. Hard. Private gentlemen——Alexander Cowitch,, 
Humphrey Mundungus, William Faggot, Nicholas Scab,, 
. Timothy Megrim, Philip Scratch, Nehemuah Dutt, 
Humphrey Garbage, Nathaniel Matchlock. 
Cam. What, is Matchlock comeback tothe compa- 
ny? that’s the fellow that brought me off at Stecnkirk. 
L. Hard. No, Sirs ‘tis 1 am oblig’d.to him for that; 
[Offering to give him nley.) there, friend, you fhall 
want for nothing ; Sy aa a halbert too, a 
Kate. O brave me! T be ‘a ferjeant’s, lady—— 
infaith, I'make the drums, and the corporals wives, 
und company-keepers know their diftance. , Aes 
0 2 





Cams far out of the country came you 
Deeesce bobs fines Corasialld w did you bear ya 
“I sas whipt from conftablé to conitable—— 


« Trim: Ay, that’s d 
ph ee e 









Pans 






“ 
¢ = 
XS, Afatchs Twas found guily of being poor. 
*< Gam, Poor devil! ~ hes 
L. Hard. Timothy Ragg——Oh, Ragg! I thought 
when I gave you your difcharge, jalt before the peace, we 
pa never have had you again ; how came you to lift 
now 5 
Rag. To pull down the French king. 
__L. Hard. Bravely refolv’d | —But pull your shirt into 
ydur breeches “in the mean time-——Jeoffrey Tatter— 
‘what’s become of the fkirts ad buttons of your coat? 
,, Tatter. Tn our latt clothing, in the regiment I fery’d 
Webafore, the Colonel had one fkirt before, the agent one 
behind, and every Captain of the regiment a button. ~ 
L. Hard, Huth, you rogue, you talk mutiny. [ Smiling. 
Trim. Ay, Sirrah, what,have you to do with more 
knowledge, than that of your right hand from your left? 
[Hits him a Vow on the bead. 
L. Hard. Hagh Cluamp—Clump, thou growelt a litle 
too heavy for marching. 
Trim. Ay, my Lord; but if we don’t allow him the 
, oh he'll ey for he’s too lame to get into the ho- 


til. 

*L. Hard. Richard Bumkin: ha! a perfec country 
hick—how came you, friend, to be a foldier? 

Bump. Av’t pleafe your honour, I have been crofs’d 
in love, and I’m willing to feek my fortune, 

ZL Hard. Well, V’ve feen enough of ’em:. if you mind 
your affair, andeaét like a wife general, thefe fellows 
may do.——Come, take your orders. [Trim puts bis hat 
on his flick, while my Lord is giving bim the ring, and 

Pilates ee Kn capes a your bu man- 

fully, and nothing too . 

.* All. Blefs your honour. ars and Cam. 
Trin Now, brave friends and fellow-foldiers— 
‘of Afide.} 1 mutt fellow-foldier em jult before battle, like 
“raas =e though I aoe ’emall sheaest round be- 

- utting ebout.]. Major-general Trims no, pox, 
tPaim found very fhort ad Priggith—thar my name 

f  fhovld be a monofyllable! But the foreign news will 
vite me,*T,fuppele, Monfieur or Chevalier ‘Trimont. 

Seigneur Trimoni, or Count Trimuntz, in the German 


A 









sy 


“army, I thall perhaps be call’d ; ays that’s all-the plague <i 


and comfort of us great men; they do fo tofs our names: 
about—but, Gentlemen, you'r 4 under my command 
—Hiuzza! thrice—faith, thie is very pleafing this gran- 
Gear! Why, after all, *tis upon the neck of fach feoun- 
drels as thefe gentlemen, that we great captajoe“build 
our renown ——a million or two of thefe fellows make 
an Alexander: and as that my predeceffor fuid in the 
tragedy of him on the very fame occafion going to ftorm 
ace Seas fo do I for*my dear fempitrefs, Madam 
d’Epingles ‘ 
‘Wher I rufh on, fare none will dare to tay; ma“ 
*Tis Beauty calls, and Glory leads.the way. 


ACT V. SCENE L 


Enter Tausty and Lord Brumrron. 





Trusty. 


HE knows no moderation in her good fortunes the 

« has, out of impatiénce to fee herfelf in her weeds, 
order’d her mantua-woman to ftitch 'p any thing imme- 
diately—You may hear her and Tattleaid laugh aloud— 
fhe is fo wantonly merry. 

L, Brum. But this of Lady Shirlot is the-very amott 
of all ill Pray read —— But I mult {My late fit 
of the gout’makes me act with pain and conftraint-——> 
Let me fee w 

‘Tru. She writ it by the page, who brought it me, as 
Thad wheedled him to do all their paffagess ‘ 
- : “ 
‘ {Lord Baum row. reads-] % 

You mift watch’the occafion of the fervants being” 

« gone ont’of the houfe with the corpfe; Tattleaid thi 


 condugé youto my Lady Sharl spurtehent ewe ys 
« with het mand he tive gabe eres ee 





‘ 


* 0 Yout affeAionate filtey) . Nuseeth (S 
“« Many Bx aes 


i ne) poe 





OL. Brum, Th: crearure!—She call’d as mae 
a : Ae’ 
eat . Su 





NS, tner-was? Brumpton! The fuccuba ! Whata devil incar- 


* nate have [ had in my bofom! why, the common aban- 
don'd town women would feruple fuch an action &s this 
—tho’ a have loftall regard to their own chatftity, they 
would be tender of another’s.—Why, fare fhe had no in- 
fane! fhe never had virginity, to have no compaflion 
through niemory of her own former innocence—this is 
we forget her very humanity—her. very fex!—Where is 
poor boy ? where’s Frank? does not he want ! how 
ae he liv’d all this time ?—#ot a fervant I warrant to at- 
tend hit—What company can he keep? What cam he 
Dipl ‘his father? 

Tru. Though you made him not your heir, he is fill 
your fon—and has all the duty and tendernefs in the 
world for your memory ——— 

L. Brum. Ic is impofible, ‘Trufty 5 it is impoffible — 
I will not rack myleif with the thought. That one I 
have injur’d can be fo very good !—;Keep me in coun- 
tenance—tell me he hates my very name—wou’d not a= 
fume my title, becaufe it defcends from me—What’s’ his 


ay? i 
Ten, Young Tom Campley, they are never afunder. 

L. Brum. Vam glad he has my pretty tattler— the 
cheerful innocent———Harriot—I hope he'll be good 

* to her———he’s good-nafur’d and well-bred ——= 
Tru. But, my Lord, fhe was very punctual in ordering 
the faneral—the bid Sable be {ure to lay you deep enough 
—the had heard uch ftories of the wicked fextons Aas 
up le———but I with, my Lord, would vo 

alae and Tattledid once Pi is 
L. Brum. I. know to what thy zeal tends—but I tell 


you, fince you cannot be convine’d but that I have ftilla « 


foftnefs for her———I May, tho’ I had fa, it thoald never. 

make me tranfgrefs that icrupulous honour that becomes a 

of England —if I could forget injuries done my- 

Hee aI will thoie done my friends— 

Pech dire father —- No——there’s no 

my feemg more oe ahi, woman——I behold her 

nena says of that you do—there’s a mean- 

Mays or does——the has a great wit, buta 

ever be 954.5 to make her bed 
+) 
i 





bh aa love her peeves; i ih get of ee her. ——— 

TPu. iy my pod or ni een haem 
care how few things fee more in this worll——my fu-- 
tisfaction is complete—— welcome, old age ; 
decay—"tis not decay, but growth to a ing 

(Exit, Ld. B. 
Re-enter Tausty, mecting Canine. 


Tru. I have your letter,"Mr Cabinet. . 
Gab. T hope, Sir you'll believe it was not in my 
ture to be guilty of fo much bafenefs : but bein, ee | 
gentleman, and bred out of all road of induttry in that 
idle manner, too many are, I foon {pent a {mall patri- 
mony ; and being debauch’d by luxury, I fell into the 
narrow mind to dread no infamy like poverty—which 
made me guilty a8 that paper tells you—And had I 
a writ to you, ¥ am fure I never could have told you 
it. 
Tru. Te is an ingenuous, pious penitence in you—— 
My Lord Hardy—(to whom this fecret is. ineitimable) 
is a noble natur’d man——and you fhall find him fach 
——I give you my word 
ab. Tknow, Sir, your bei.) oe 
Tru. But pray be there——All that you have to asi ie 
to afk for the gentlewoman at the houfe at my Lord, 
Hardy's She'll take care of you—And pray have pa- 
tience, where the places you, till you fe me—[ Ex. Cab.] 
My Lord Hardy's being an houfe where they receive -" , 
fobdereg has allowed me conveniencé to place every =) _ 
I think neceffary to be by at her difcovery—This pr 
digious. welcome fecret! I fee, however: imp: 
ble honeft aétiolis. may appear, we may or wi et 
hope. 
All that is ours, is to be juft 4 
And, Heay'n, in its own eine 7 
Enter Trims and his party..* som 
Trim. March up, ‘match up—Now ‘we : 
ge he en 
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Tat. Alas! alas! we- are allpmortal: confider, Ma. 
dam, my Lord’s dead too. 

\ Wid. Ay; bat our animal friends-do wl die 5 an 
hufband or relation, after death, jis re or tore 
mented —'Fhat’s fome confolation—I know her tears 
are falfe, for the hated Robin always—[ofide.] But the’s 
a well-bred dithoneft fervant, that never {peaks a pains 
fal trath—But Vil refolve to conquer my affliction —— 
Never {peak more of Robin—Hide him there—But to 
my drefs—How foberly magnificent is black !—Annd the 
uain—I wonder how. widows came to wear pais Ton, 
tails! 

Tat. Why, Madam, the ftatclieft of all creatures bas 
the longeft tail, the peacock ; nay’t has, of all creatures, 
the fineft mien too—except your Ladythip, who area 

enix —— 

Wid. Ho! brave Tattleaid—But did not you obferve 
what a whining my-Lady y Sly made, when fe had drank 
alittle? did you believe her ? do you think there are real- 
ly people forry for their hufbands? —* 

Tat. Really, Madam, fome men do leave their fortunes 
in fach diftraction, that I believe it may be— 

[Speaks swith pins in her mouth. 

Wid. But 1 feces L wonder how it came up to drefs 
us thus—~—TI proteft, when all” ing: ty is ready, 
and L move in. full pageantry, 1 thal acters 
ambafladrefs from the common wealth of women, the dix 
firefled fate of Amazonia—to treat for men—But I pro- 
teft, I wonder how two of us thus clad, can meet with 
a grave face — Methinks they thould Jaugh out, like 


y 
7 


wo forrune-tellers, of two opponent lawyers that know 


each other for cheats. 

Tat. Ha, ha, ha! Le pe Mo ce LETRA 
fhip’s wit will choke me one time or uther~ — Thad i 
to have fwallowed all the pins in.my mouth— 

Wid. Bat, Tatty, to. keep houle fix weeks, that’s ano- 
wn doaste eaibaatone mad I 
was that the le fhould not 
may be as affli@ed as themfelves=—— ae smal 

Tat. Nos “is becenlei thay thoaldsgpeie Pale wean 
ry as them(elves. ie tte 

Wide Ha, ba, ha! hoffey, you never faid that syou 


— SSeS —_—- —-- a 
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Re 
7? 


me 


fpoke lat—awhy ‘ris jut—'tis fatire—Lm fare you fiw 
it in. my face, that I was going to fay it—twas too 
good for you—Come, lay down that fentence and the 
pin-culhion, and pin up my thoulder—Hurk’ye, buffey, 
if you fhou’d,.as-I hope you won't, out-live mey take 
care ban’t buried in flannel, ’rwould never become me 
T’m fure—That they can be as merry: well, I'll tell 
my new acquaintance—what's her name?—— fhe that 
reads fo much, and writes verfes-—her hufband wis 
deaf the firt quarter of ‘a Year—I. forgot ber ‘name— 
That exprefion fhe’ll like—Well, that woman does di- 
‘ert me ftrangely.—I’'ll Be very grest with hersthe 
talk’d very learnedly of the ridicule, "sill fhe ‘was ridi- 
colous—then the {poke of the decent—of the agreeable 
of the infenfible—the defigns to print the difcourfe 
— Baur of all things I like her notion of the inéenfible, 

Fat. Pray, Madam, how was that? 

Wide A molt ufeful difcourfe to ke ineuleated inour 
teers—the purpofe of it is to difguife our apprehenfion in 
this ill-bred generation of,men, who {peak before women 
what they ovght not ta hear—as now, fuppofe you wére a 
fpark in my company, and you fpoke fore double enten+ 

ire—I look thus! bat dea fellow, and you fhall fee-how 
Tl ufe youthe: infenfible is wfeful upon any occafion 
where we feemingly neglect, and-fecretly approves which 
is our ordinary common cafe.—Now, fuppofe a coxcomb 
dancing, prating, and playing his tricks before me to move 
me—without pleefure or diftafle in my countenance I look 
at him—juft thus.—But—ha, ba, ba! have found out 
a fupplement to this notion of te infénfible, for my own 


* fey which issinfallibley and that is, to have always in my 


head all that they can fay or do to me—fo never be fur+ 
pris’d with laughter, the occafien of which is always 
fi 


Tat. Oh, my Lady Brompton. ['Tattleaid Jonas and 
ri i Spats heel eect hep a 
Hig Lock yowench you fee By the art of infenij+ 
bility J put yoo out of countenance, though you were pre 
———— . 
iwhat is ‘now fall’n to you, the cmpire of mankind :——~ 


PN eae A Seca lS son 
See, 2 at 
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at once—thit was fo gallant Hat what moile-is thar Bo 


Tae 





thar noife of fighting—Run, I fay—Whither are-you go- 
ibg?—What, are you mad !—JWill eave me-alone ? 
—Catit -you ftir? What, you cant take your meflage 
with you——Whatever "tis, I fiy youvare not. in the 
lor; nor'you=Nor that now they’re breaking optn my 
if for Sharlot—=Not Foun Go i fee what's the mattery _ 
Tfiy ; ‘L have no body T-can trait One [xe 'Tat.}-mi-, 
mute I'think this wench honeft, and banyan falle—Whi- 


ther fhall Lrarn me? 


Tat. Madam—Madam! [Reventering. 

Wide Madam, Madam! will you fwallow me gaping 

Tat. Pray, good my Lady, be not fo:out of humour— 
But there is acompany of rogues have fer upon our fer~ 
vants and the burial man’s, whilevothers ran-away with h 


the corple. 





Wid. How, what can this mean? What can'they do 
with it? Well, it will fave the charge of interment eo 


But to what end? 


Enxter Tausry, and a Seavant Hoody dnd dirt}, baling 
in Chump and Bumexin. —" 
Serv. Vil teach you better manners—F'll poor foldies 
you—You dog you, I will——Madam, here are two of 
PR rafcals thar were in the gang ‘Sf soguca that carried a- 


the corpfe-———— 


j.. We'll-examine "em Wall, Birraby what 
wpe? ‘Whence came you 2 ’s your. name, Sirah? 
{Clomp makes fignsas aydumb mon. 

Serv. O, you dog, you could {peak Joudenough juft 


now, Sirvah when rir ear 
Well make you Speak, 


brother rogues sazul'a Mr Sable * 





Wid. Bring the srepariees itherae——I Sappate yon 
will own a kacw kine ake sean amy 


door? 


Peay <p Tein Ihave Sen she geen’ fics 


Wid. "The gentleman's! icniaoeectt ee 
Friend, you look like an honeltmans ‘What 
‘Whence come you? What are you, friend?” 


Bump. V8e ax prefent 


“bat a private 
was lifted to be “Einar ey tat Baal 
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porar tees atham’d of my name, nor of my kop- 
iu 





Wid. Leave the room all. 

(Exeurt all but Trofty and Tauleaid. 
Mr Trufty—Lord Hardy! O, thar impious young man 
jus, with the facrilegious hands of ruffians to divert 
his father’s afhes from rheir urn and reft—I fufpect this 
fellow. [a/ide.] Me Truity, I mutt delire you to be fill 
near me—T’}1 know the bottom of this, and go to Lord 
Hardy’s lodgings as I am, itftantly—'Tis bur the back~ 
fide of this ftreet, I think—Let a coach be call’d—Tttle- 
sid, as foon as I any gone—conducst my brovher and: his 
friends to Lady Sharlot ; away with her—Bring Made- 
moifelle away to me—that the may not be a witnels— 
Come, good Mr ‘Trafty. [Exewnts 


Enter Hannv, Jeading Harnror; Canritd 
and Taime 


< . 
La. Har. Why, thea, I find this Mr Trim is a perfee 
general—But, I'll affare you, Sir, V'll never allow you 
an hero, who could leave your miltrefs behind yous you 
fhould have broke the houle down, but you fhould have 
brought Mademoifelle with you. . 
Trim. No really, Madam, I have feen fuch ftrauge 
fears come into the men’s heads, and fach ftrange refaluie 
tions intothe women’s, upon the occafion of ladies follows , 
ing a camp, that I ride it more difcreet to leave het 
behind me—my Yaccefs will naturally touch her as much 
as if fhe were here 
La. Har. A good intelligent arch fellow this. [a/ide.] 
But were not you faying, my Lord, you beliew'd Lady 
Brumpton would follow hither?—if fo, pray let me be 
ne 
e. Hard. No, Madam; I muft befeech your Ladye 
thip to fay; for there ore things alledg’d againft her, 
which you, who have Jiv’d in the family, may perhaps 
[ph ara affd which I can’t believe cv the cor 4 


bt y 

* La, Hay, Nay, my Lord, that's generougsto a folly; 
foreven Gr berate of you adthoacre mye) 
Fam ready to believe be would do any thing that can 
hag \F3 come 
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‘woman. 
nau 





Enter Rov. 
* By. My Lady Brampton’ below: 
La. Har. Pil raw then——— 
Cam. No, no, ftand your ground; you are a foldier’s 
wife. ‘Come, we'll rally her to death 
L. Hard, P'ythee, entertgin her a lee, while T go in 
for a moment’s thought on this o¢cafion. sCEuis. 
La. Har: She has more wit than as both 
Cam. Pyhaw, no matter for that—Be fare, as oe a8 
the f€ntence is out of my mouth, to clap in with fome- 
thing elfe—and langh at all I fay PU be grateful, and 
borlt myfelf at my prety witty wife——We'll fill ia fap 
upon her, —the ‘han’t have time to fay a wordgiphe run 
ning xray. 





ee 








Enter Laly Baumrrox and Teusty. 


& pay Lady Brampton, your Ladythip's moft obedient 
‘This is my Lady Harttor Campley— Why, 
Sidon, your Ladyhhip is Stomediately hi in your mourning, 
‘Nay, as yoo have more wit than any body, fo (-vhat fel- 
fom wits have) you have more prudence too—Other wie 
lows have nothing in readinefs bat a fecond hufband—— 
eye Tite, had your very weeds and drefs lying by 
sm Har. Ay, Madam; 1 fee your Ladythip is of 
BR, order of widowhood ; for you have put on che 
habicx-—— 
_ Wid. Ufee your Ladythip is not of the profeflion of 
Y, for you have loft the look on’t——— 
jam. You're in the habit —That wat forpretty'! nay, 
without Mattery, iat, Hartior, you bave a great deal of 
wpe ae Noy my Lady B the 
io, rumptan jiere is the woman 
ge aid aS P tne he 


irdeed’ the’ has gor con- 
much her Ladythip has ates 7) “Hi, 

nett hal 
Wid. "Pram forry, Madam, your Ladythi 





ae 


AL 
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SS Whit’s fufficient for occafions, or that this pretty 
gentleman can’t som . 
‘Campley dancing about and trolling. 
Hey-day! I find, gr your tele aro a great help to 
youahead—They relieve your wit, I fee; and I don't 
que(tion but ere now they have beem as kind to your va~ 
lour; Ha, hat bane 
Cam, Pox, I can fay nothings ?tis always thus with 
your endeavours to be witty [a/de.] I faw, Mudim, your 
mouth go, bat there cou’d bé nothing offer’d in anfwer to 
what thy Lady Harriot faid-——’Twas home,—'twas 
cutting fatire: 
La. Har. Oh, Mr Campley! Bat pray, Madam, has 
Mr Cabinet vifited your Ladythip fince this calamity ?— 
How {ands thar affair now? 
Wid. Nay, Madam, if you already want inftra@ions 
—T'N acquaint you how the world ftands, if you 
are in diftrefs——bue I fear Mr (Campley overhears 








aS. 

Cam. And all the tune the pipers play’d, was toll-loll- 
doroll—I fivear, Lady Harrior, were I not already yours, 
T could have a tender for this lady. 

Wid. Come, good folks, I find we are very fice: with 
each other—What makes you two here? Do you board 
my Lord, or he you? Come, come, ten fhillings a-head 
will go a great way in a family—What do you fay, Mrs 
Campley? is it fo? Does your Ladythip go to marker 
yourfelt?—Nays you're in the right of it —Come—can 

you imagine what makes my Lord ftay ?—He is not now 
with his Jand-fteward—not figning leafes, I hope; Ha, 
ha, ha! . 
Cam. Hang:her, to have more tongue than a man and 
iis wife too——— 4 [Ajide. 
Enter Lord Haaoy. : 
L. Hard. Becaufe your Ladythip is, know, in very 
* mach: pain in, sr 8 ahs have injar’d—V'1) be fort 
+ ———Open thele doors—there lies your hufband’s, my 
fither’s boy—and by you itands the man accufes you of 
poifoning him ! 
Wid. OF poifoning him ! 
+ Tru, ‘The fymptoms will appear upon the corpfe. 





L. Hard. 
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iL. Hard. Bur I am feized by natare—How fall I 2 
view a breathlefs lump of clay—him whofe high yeins ~ 
conyey’d to me this vital force, and motion! 

I cannot bear that fight—— 
Lam as fix’d and motionlefs as he——— 
[They open the coffin, out of which jumps LaShiar. 
Art thon the ghattly thape my mind had form’d'! 
Arr thon the cold inanimare?—Bright maid! 
Thou giv’ new higher life to all around, 
Whither does Fancy, fir’d With Love, convey me! 
‘Whither tranfported by my pleafing fury ! Sh ts 
‘The feafon vanifhes wt thy approach 5 
°Tis morn, ‘tis fpring——— 
Daifies and lilies ftrow thy fow'ry way. 
Why is my fair unmov’d ?—My heav’nly fair ; 
Does the but finile at my exalted rapture? 

La. Shar. Ob! fenfe of praife to me unfelt before! 
rp on, fpeak om, and charm my attentive ear: 

low fweer applaufe is from an hone(t tongue ! 

‘Thou lov'(t my mind—Hatt well affeétion plac’d 
In what, nor time, nor age, nor care, nor want can ale 
ter. 
Oh, ‘how I joy in thee—My eternal lover ; 
Immutable as the objec of my flame! 
Tiove, I'm proud, L triumph that I love ; 
Pare I approach thee—Nor did I with empty fhows, 
Gorgeous attire, or ftudied negligence, 
Or fong, or dance, or ball, allure thy ful ; 
Nor want, of fear, fuch arts to keep, or lofe it : 
Nor now with fond reluétance doubt to enter 
‘My fpacious, bright abode, this gallant heart. 
[Recliner on Hardy, 

La. Har. Ay, marry —thefe are high doings indeed ; 
the greatnefs of the occafion has burit their paffion into 
suet Why, Mr Campley, when we are near thefe 

folksy you and J ate but mere fweethearts—I protelt 
—T'll never be won fo; you tall begifi again with me. 
Cam. Pr’ythee, why dott name us. poor animals? Thy é 
have forgot there are any fuch creatares as their old aé- 
i Tom and Harriot, 
&. Hard. So we did, indeed, but you'll pardon us, 
Cam, 
. 


\ 


~ 


a 
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Cam. Lordy Tv never thought: to fee the mingre: 
wherein Ithould rejoice at your forgetting me,. bat now. 1 
do heartily. Mitt Dine [Embracing 
«Lae Shar. Fiarvion') prego acrs 2 

Har. Sharlot # ESE tc. y 

Wid. Sir, you're at the bottom of all this—Liee you're 

pate eaten he know the meaning in- 
antly of thefe intricacies ; "us not feeming | 
ly pene Soe mi Aly tate 


and gravity thall fave you from your deferts——| 


band’s death was fudden—Y6u and the burial fellow were 
obérv’d very fumiliar— Produce my hutband’s body — 
or I'll try you for his murder; which I find you'd put 
on me, thon hellith engine ! 

Tru, Look yous Madam, I could anfwer you, but ¥ 
{corn to reproach people in mifery——you’re undone 
Madam-——— 

Wid. What does the -dotard mean? Produce the 
body, Villain, or the law fhall have ghine for it. 
[Trutty exit Aaffily.] Do you defign to let the villain 
efeape ?) How jultly did your father judge, that made 
you « beggar with thar Spirit——You mention’d. jult 
now, you could not bear the company of thofe you'd in- 
jur’d. : 

L. Hard. You area woman, Madam, and my father’s 
widow——Bur fure yo think. you’ve highly injur’d me. 

[Here my Lord and Tvully balf enter and obferves 

Wid, No, Sir, Lhave not, will not ii ou———T 
mutt obey the wil of my deccas’d lord —I mat 
juitly pay legacies. Your father, in confideraion that you 
were his bloody would not wholly alienate you—He left 
you, Sir, this thilling, with which eftate you now are Earl 
of Brumpton——— « 

L, Hard. Infolent woman !—T¢.was not me my good 
father difinherived) *twas him you reprefented, ‘The guilt 

















"was thine, he did an -a& of j te ea 
© Lord Buaitr¥on entering swith Taosty, 
ot Greve Opp-erratslleld goodaeta} 2 
en \ ‘APTLEAID 
oor a ay 


Skee q 


living 
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‘Tattiedty and Mavemorstcre, at the other door ere < 


“True Oh, Tattleaid — His and our hour is come. 
So dda scp dieriaateid matter, huthand 


Le (te ofr bee, to his Jon] Ohy~ 
oviapeancaratret Contlags takaices tae 
riot [ Al kneeling to ne 2 Oymy children, Oh, oh! thefé. 
pailions are too my old frame——Oh, the fweet 
torture, my fon, m: oe I thal! expire in the too'mighty 
pleafure! my boy! F 

L. Hard. A fon! an heir !a bridegroom in one hour ! 
Ob, grant me, Heaven! grant me moderation ! 

Wi A A fon, an heir! am I negleéted then? 

‘What, can my Lord revive, yet dead to me? 

Only to be deceas’d—— t6 me altees 
Deaf to my fighs, and fenfelefs to my moan ! 

L. Brum. *Tis fo long fince 1 have feen plays, good 
Madam, that I know not whence thou. doft repeat, nor 
ean J anfwer. 

Wid. You can remember though a certain Settlement 
in which I am thy fon and heir—great noble, that I fup> 
pofe not taken from a play, that’s as irrevocable 2s law. 
can make it, that if you {corn’ sle—your death and life 
are equal——or I'l] ftill wear my mearning ’caufe you're 


livin; 

"Fra: Valier ns my Lond a ie gation made 
you incapable of fettling your wife. 

L. Brum. ‘Tay Lindos 1 Truly, does diftra& thee— 
T.would, indced, difengage myfelf, by any honeft means 
but, ian I rn no prior gift that avoids this to her— 


ea Stork you, Madam, I’ll come again immediately 
—be not troubled, my dear Lords——— (Asit. 
Cam, "Trulty looks very confident ; tape aoe geod 





in than 


Re-etter Trests with Casiwer. -4 


Gab.WVhat, my Lord Brumpton living? nay then— 
Tru. Id, Sir, you muft not ftir, nor can you, Sir, 


retract for your handwriting———My Lord, this 


gentleman, 





upon your deceafe, have fhunn’d him, in hopes, I fup- 
pole, to buy him off for ever——Now, as he was prying 
aBoug, he peep’d into your clofer—where he faw your 
Lordthip, reading—ftruck with horror, and believing 
himfelf (as well he might) the diftarber of your ghoft for 
* alienation of your fortune from your family—he writ me 
letter, wherein he acknowledges a private marriage 
igen Lady, half a er you — faw here 
it. How! turn upon ber difdlainfully, 
&. Ng more 3, widow then, but on a ie seg! 
[Recoverin; Fil ber confufion, 
Tam thy wife—thou author of my evil. 
“Thou mult partake with me an homely board, 
An homely board that never fhall be cheerful 5 
But ev'ry meal embitter’d with upbraidings. 
Thou that couldft tell me, good and i) were words, 
‘When thou couldift bafely let me to another, ; 
Yer couldit fee fprights, great unbeliever! 
Coward! bugg-bear’d pynitenatr— 
Stranger henceforth to all my joys. My joys, 
To thy difhonour, defpicable thing, 
Dithonour thee, thow voluntary cuckold. 
[Cabinet Jueks of Widow fings after him, Tate 
tleaid fallowing. 

L. Brum. T fee you're all confus'd, as well as I—ye 
‘re my-childeen—*—1 hold -you alle. And: for yout 
own ufe will {peak plaialy to you: 1 cannot hate that 
woman: nor fhall the ever want. “Though I feorn to 
‘Bear her injuries— yer had I ne'er been rous'd from 
that low paflion to a worthlefs creature— but by difdain of 
her attempt on my friend’s child. Tam glad thar fcorn’s 
confirm’d by her being that fellow’s——-whomy for my 
own fake, I only will contémn.» ‘Thee, Trufty, how 
fall weyprofecute with-equal praife and thanks for this 
great revolution in @ur houfe? 

Tru, Never to fpeak.on’t more, my Lord. » 

&. Bram. You ate now, gentlemen, going into cares 
at a-crifis in’ country. 

And, on this great occafion, Tom——T'll mount 
Old Campley which-thy father gave me, . 
. 











And 





9 Frasca mot hy 


le I and ee a a 
But be thow honelt, . firm, 
Let neither-love, nog hate, inp more thea, 
Diftinguith words from things, and men from crimes 
Punétual be thou in payments, not bafely \ 
. Screen thy faults "gaiait law, behiod the ere 
_ Law thou makett, we 
But thou, againft my death, mult T@rwa'lapere 
tory morality, (To Lord 
As he is to be jaft, be generous thou: 
Nor ler thy reatonable foul be ftruck 
‘With founds and appellations; tide is 
No more, if not fignificant S 
‘Of fomething that’s fuperior in thyfelf 
‘To ‘other mea, of which thou may’ft be 
Confcious, yet not proud. ‘But if you fwerve 
Trom higher virtue than the cro iefs, 
Know they that call thee Honourable mock thee. 
You are to be a peer, by birth a judge 
‘Upon your honour of others:tives and ae 3 
Becaufe that honour’s dearer than your owm 
Be good, my fon, and be a worthy Lord: 
For when our thining virtues blefs mankind, 
‘We difappoint the livid malecontents, 
Who loog to call. our noble order. ufelefe, 
Our all’s in danger, Sir, nor hall you dally 
Your youth away with your fine wives, , 
our country’s caufe, ued Bal mgs deaths 


we, with minds ier 
naar oben Aah ants 
entailsand ferrlements. How neceflary fach 
T had like to have bees a’futal inflance. 
Cant. But, my Lord, here are 
wait fach ceremonies. Pleafe but 
. extremely mov’d, and mutt be tir’d. You. 
not {pead oyr time in dalliance ; you'll 
the entertainment reminds us alfo 
r 


_ And attend thee:a cheerful 
My oush Plea Drone 
oem poediiteds a 


ir joy — wet 
oe 























what I defigned for my own wedding, I'll compliment the -— 
General with. The bride dances finely ——Trim, will 
you dance with her? 
Trim. T would, but I can’t—there’s a countryman of 
HPawithout by accident. 
Cam. Ay, but is he a dancer? 
VW Trim. Ys'a Frenchman a dencer? Is a Welfhman a 
gentleman ?—T'll bring him in———~ 
(Here a dance and the following fongt. 


en Mr Dawiet Purcect, * a 
ung by Jemmie Bowix. 
‘ 


~ AN ,yonder bed fupinely laid, 
Behold thy te'd expecting maids 
In tremor, Mufhes, balf in tearg, 
Much, much foe swifhes, more fhe fears. 
a Take, take her to thy faithful arms, 
+, Hymen beflows,thee all ber charms. 


IL 
Heav'n to thee beqieaths the fairy * 
To raife thy jays me Care ; 
~ Heav'n made grief, if mutual, ceafey 
But joy divided, to increafe : 
To mourrawith her exceeds delighty 
Darknefz, with her, the joys of light. 


I 















\ ~~ Sung by Mr Pare. 


1 
ARISE, arifey great dead for arms renown’ ty 
2 Rife fiom your urns, and fave your dying flory ¢ 
~ “Four deeds swill be in dark vblivion drowe dy 
For mighty, Willian seizes all your glory. 


iL 
Again the Britith trumpet foands 3 
gain Britannia bleeds 5 
“To glorious death, or comely eboundsy 
“Her godlike monarch leads. 
o G Il, 








meee | 
II. ‘ 


Pay us, kind Fate, the debt you owe, 
Celeftial minds from clay unties 
Let coward fpirits davell below, 
And only give the brave to dic. wa 


ie oa 
F bs The FUNERA 


L. Brum. Now, Gentlemen, let the miferiés which I™, 
have but miraculoully efeap’d, admonith you to have 
ways inclinations’ proper for the ftage of life you’ 

"t follow love when nafure feeks bur cafe: otherwiie 
you'll fall into a lethargy of your dithonoar, wh m 
purfuits of glory are over with you; or Fa 
are utter oppofites. 


















You who the path of honour make your gui 
Matt let your pallion with your blood fublide : 
‘And no antim'd ambition, love, or rage, 


Employ the moments of declining age ; aa 
Elfe boys will iff your prefence lofe their fear, AG 
Annd laugh at the grey head they thould revere. 

; = [Exeunt omnes +, ° 





4+:This is much the beft of this Author’s pieces.—The 
conduct of it is iageniays, the characters pointed, the lan-. | 
guage {prightly, and the fatixe@eong and genuine.—T . 
is indeed fomewhat improbable in the affair of conveyit 
Lady Sharlot away in the coffin; yet the reward that by t 
means is beftowed on the pious behaviour of young 
Hardy, with refpect to his father’s bddy, makes 
amends for it, 














ip yn Gu Be 


Spoken by Lord Harpy. 


°SOVE, hope, and fear, defire, averfion, rage, Mm 
All that can move the foul, or can affuage, 
fr Wy miniature of life, the flage. 
‘Here you can) view yourfelvesy and here is fhowny 
oy 5 what youl re born in fufferings not your own: 2 
yA flage to swiftonis no fant¥ftic way, . 
ens\herfelf learn’d virtue at a play. 
Any me tespight a foldier drew, 
+ faintly writ, “what warmly you purfue = 
vhis gregt purpofe, had he equal fire, 
le’ {ATPaiyt to pleafe only, but infpire ; 
‘d fing what bovering fate attends our iffe, 
“And from bafe pleafiure reufe to glorious toil: 
Full time the Earth ? a new decifion beings, 
S White William gives the Roman Eagle wings : 
With arts and arms fhall Britain tumely 
Na naked Piéts fo bravely could defend? 
WSpainted heroes invaders prefi, 


\ ‘ud think their wounds addition to their "eres 
J sunger years we've been wij bleft, 
Paris Aas the Britith Jae Tonfe/r'd 5 
wd then in England, in ble/? England Anowy, 
- Kings are nantd from a revolted throne ? 
ave offend —&-You yo example need, 
nitation of yourfelves proceed. 
you your country's boncur muf? fecure 
\ U your adtions worthy of Namur. 
gentle fires your gallantry improve, 
age is brutal if untouch'd swith love : 
mn our utmoft bravery’s not difplay’d, 
Tonk that bright circle muft be captives made ; 
| 
y 
















Let thoughts of faving theme our teils beguile, 
And they reward bur labours cxith « files 
2 

















MeAaiweron in the Character of Miss PRE: | 
Aik youthere hiaan, here a Sniff Bo 
nay theres Sniffent fore will yah cup 


} 


NL, 
yy Mn CONGREVE, 


TINGUISHING ALSO THE 
¢ 


ONS. OF THE THEATRE, 





ir’8_ reputatic et Fe the other 
ric to advance ae And I 


ve, my Lord, that I may plead the latter, Both as 
fe and excufe of this dedication. 
ah Whoevenis king, is alfo father of his country: and 
no body can pes your Lordthip's monarchy in poctrys 
peal bat ae rod sa Rd nee epee 





suo a 


- Vhope I_may be excus'd the pedantry 
when it is fo mate emer bee 
real apie your ip read 

“ }, that were omitted on the: 

, slay tee whole feeve in Hi third aw 
helps the defign forward with lefs. precipica 
heightens the ridiculous character of Foy 
deed feems to be maimed without its 

__ felf in great danger of along play, 
it where I could. J» ot 

the kind reception it had from 
with it yet thorter ; but the nial 
charaGers. re ited in it, would hy 

| crowded in lefs room. 

| "This reflection on prolixity, (a 
‘any one beauty will atone), warns'me v 
BOW, «4 detain your Lordthip any longer with 











‘ SAMPSON LEGEND, father to V: 
ins, fallen under his father’s diff 
way of living, ig love with An 


Pigcattte, his Tien, a free Speaker. 
Tarrie, a bal-witeed beau, 










orn ‘A, niece to Forefight, of a eanideghe fir. \ 
tune in her own hands. 
Mrs Fortsicnr, fecond wife to Forefight. - 
‘Mrs Fratz, filter to Mrs Forefight, @ woman of the 


ont wo Fah by a former wife, a 





Varanrine. 
CY 


ee Tl walk-@ turo, and di- 

T have read—— a 
‘grow devilith far upeeahio peer 
rf vai and taking away 

you to break faft— 
Uscig'ac iss is a featt 


i ite firrab, and refide your 


Jearn toi ragtion ; feaft your mind, a1 


ur i that yy 
pe aodiog. oe pi savies 


“Fer. O Lord! U have ; ‘ 
wate Me iad. Site me 
Fer. Hump, 





|, when wh 
you 0 5 you 
treats and your balls; ~ betn 
did not care a fart 


pany 





pr J og few bya Ook 
‘houfe jampoon, - 


ir, is this the way to recover your father’s. 


‘Sir Sampfon will be irreconcilable, © If 
brother thou’ come from fea, he'd never 
in. You're undone, Sir, you're rue 


if ifthe had fet up in the city——For my 
——part, L never fit at the door, that I Yon't get double the 
-@ftomach that I do at ahorfe race. The air upon Bane 
ftead Downs is ni ing to it for a wheter; yet I 


fee it, but the f{pirit oF famine appears to me, 
ike a decay’d porter, worn out with Piping 
ing billét-doux and fongs; not like. ot! 


smelted down to half his proportion, with carry: poet 
ick, to vifit fome pat fortune; aod his fare to 
like the wages of fin, either at the day of mar- 
riage, or the day of death, — f 
Val. Very well, 
mes. 


aod ‘ 
; ry: 
‘hire, but for the jeft’s fake. Now like a thin chairman, 





in Jeremy sa ‘an oracle, NBess 


fe 
v worthlefs great men, and dull'tich rogues,” 
y man of i fortane ? whyy he’ 
Pinto their titles and eftates; and ; com 


yy heaven to feize the better h: 
Pall “Dhetefore 1 would: sail in'my writings, and b, 
reven| dee 
Sean Ral? Fe siti? AES whole world? re | 
eg ‘vain | Who wovld:die a martyr to fenfe in a coun 
ere the religion, is st You tay ftand at bay 
while, bur when tbe ful 
fair play for your life 
oe. 








. Sir; Lhave poet 
and other 


ValpAnd 
a ee 


Yretched, that | 


“fal no Vou be 


“Knocking J— Again } 
jon, ‘you be pleas'd to 
Val. See who, they are. 





DBen bm 


Scaxpa . Jer > 


fer, O Sir, there’s Trapland the feri 
fi is fellows like Jawful pads, that 
man down with pocket tiphlaves.—Au 
father’s fteward, and the nurfe. with one © 
from Twitnam. 

ValePoxon her; con'd the find no oth / 
ee in my face? Here, give her this, 

bid her trouble me no more : a thoughtlels enn: 
ed whore; the -knows my condition well enough, = 
tight have overlaid the child a fortnight age if 
had any forecatt in ber, a 
‘cams What, is it bouncing Margery with ay godfon =~ 
eis Yes, Sir. < 
ican. My blelling to the boy, with this token [Gives 
moriey.] of my love. And, d’ye hear ? bid Margery put 
more in her bed, fhift twice a week, and not work 
fo hard, that the may not fmell fo vigoroufly.—I thall 
take the air fhortly. 

Val. Scandal, dont fpoil my boy's milk.—Bid Trap- 
Jand come in. If | can give that ‘cs a fop, I thal). 
be a for one day. © Pe 

SS C ENE \Vv. Niet 
Ye Varenrise, Scaxpan, acapasice Jeremy. 9) 


\ Val. O Mr'Trapland! my old 1 welcome. 
ny, a chair quickly: a bottle of J k ands toa 
‘a ——a chair firit. 
A good n morning ¢ ® ‘you, , Me Valente, 


Pi sdbr. The 10 morning's 2 a ‘very. good morning, 


BESS ot eee 
LS. is if 
fandiog—— 


of pretty long 


















pand then we'll talk. Fill, Jeremy. r 
n roth 1 have forborn, I fay— 
you——And 


io or 1 be off 00. 
iach oblig'd to" pf ol 
i ee 'y. But you 
rink to me; my 
ce fai a An hoi dana uate hl 





under her petticoats ! BS; 
Trap. Verily. Give 
‘and bere’s to the widow. 
‘Scan, He begins to 
relapfe into a dun, 


SCENE VL) 
To them Ovpice re a 

By your leave, Gentlemen. ‘rapland, if 
“whee do our office tell us,_—We ral a Bee 24 
gentlemen to arreft in Pall-Mall and 


‘and if we don’t make hafte, the chimes be aon” 
is up the chocolate-houfes, and then oar Jabuus's 


.. Udfo that’s true, Mr Valentine; I Jove mirth, 
bar gfe mit be done are you ready to——— 
ei Sir, your father's Reward fays he comes to ae 
id him Ag Bir Traplaod, fend 
» Mr away your 
PE oth wheat Shr Reem Ease x 
eo ‘Mr Snap, ftay within call 


sSCEN E . Vit 
ARE, Stanpany aa istaghe Jsnemy, St 
WARD, ache wibtioersd aan 
in 





¥ we 










A 


re C ENE VIL 
w  Vavewrine, Scawpar, 
begs pardontlike a Shey tare at an execution. 


Val. Burt have pot a ar 
Scan. T am furpris'd ; what, ape your father relent ? 
Val. No; be has fent me the harde(® conditions in the: 
“orld. You have heard of a booby brother of mine that 
sfeot to fea three years ago? This brother, my fa- 


er hears, is landed; Whereupon he very affeCionately 
id me word, if I will make a deed of conveyance of 
/ right to his eftate, after his death, tomy ger brow 
tr, he will immediatély furnifh me with fourthoufand 
Gnds to pay my debts, and make my forte, - This 
15 once propofed before, and T refufed it; bur the pre+ 
it impatience omy creditors for their money, and my 
‘n impatience of confinement, and’ abfence om Ange- 
a a me to Fone sescmpenene 
Scan. A very defperate tion of your love to. 
_ igelica ; and [thiok the has never Rreligeerasy sig 
ace of het * te 
Vat. Youknow her ee ais never gave me any 
cat reafon | 


Wes a roe as they féldom 





Val. No, pr'ythee tay: Tattle 
afunder: you are light and { 


hewis.perfedtly thi 
pe 


jhifper, and deny a woman’s nami ile 

marks of her perfon : be will fo 
MA sisis Ug Geeleivoa aa ee poke 

r in fcription; and yet, perhaj 
ountertced she hand too, and fora ttt; 
but he hopes tobe believ’d aed Fells heeepa ‘ion 
s 


oa i favour, as a dodor fays, Nd, 








on et dn ‘Tet ‘hi 


Mr ates bop bi 
bel senate i think! 
Sehr, en ; 





te HACE PIV 6) 
phat owe tai 


bd ? ur 
War oy? bigeck pPr pret i Swag 


peionen, his ots aloes poe 





- ou wil 


ty,on, bim 5 2 


 Lekas dead 
Psy Suet nod 





tow! over. aoe 


to give place to his veo k os 
Val: ‘But what if he has ban maets 2 
Mrs hoor ‘Then let him vere efor ah 
\ Val, ‘Se pares Apait the fury of his paft 
fi luiieepaely is a man’s manners,” 
© rs Frail, You are the moft miftaken in ‘the worlds 
there is np creature perfectly civil bur a hufband. For 
io a little time he grows only rude to his wife, and that 
$8 thé higheft good breeding, for it begets” his 
‘to other He.» Well, 1°1! tell you news; bat T fa 
te hear brother Benjamin ts lantied. And my 
t pig! Re is come out of thé country 
there’s a match talk’d of by'the old people— 
was if he be but as Breat a fea-beaft, as flie is a land= 
monfter, we fhall have a moft amphibious breed=The 
progeny will be all otters: he has been bredhar fea, and 
¢ has never been out of the country, 
Val, Pox take ’em, their conjunction” bodes me’ no 
, I'm fare. 
fre Feail Nowe You valk Of cb8\attinn," my browse 
‘orefight” has caft both their nativicies, and prognotti- 
ates an admiral, and an eminent juftice of the peace to 
be the iffae-male of their two bodies. Tis the moft {a= 
LH oni 1 He would have perfuaded “me that 
Bois and wou’d not let me come 
3 bas Lienel dearer ae. fent him to Arte~ 





» a good mame. 
Fr n he bas for himfelf, 
ise will you ns mey Mr re 4 > 
rs 1? My foul, Madam.» 
% Brail. Pooh, noy4 thank 
to take care of my own. 
ee you.one af thsteanortd +L hear you-have a great 


Tat. 1 a a good collection, aryour fervice, 


orig) 

Stan. Hang hi he has nothing bot the Seafons, and 
the twelve. Cxfars, paltry copies ; ‘and. the: five "Senfesy 
as ill-reprefented as they are in bienfelf sand be himself 

only original you will fee there. Sark 

Hilts Frail. Ay, but Lhear he has a clofer of beauties. 

Scan. Yes, all thathave done him favours, if you will 
i¢ve him. P 
ne Frail. Ay, let me fee thofe, Mr Tattle. 

_ Ta. _Oh, Madam, thofe are facred to love and:con= 

» No man but the painter nee was 
bleft with the fight. 
eo Mrs Fraile Well, but a woman — 

Tat. Nor woman, till fhe confented to have her picture 
there too—for then fhe’s oblig'dto keep the fecret,, 
| Sean. No, no; come to me if you'd fee pianreeryy 

ek: an f can th byw 
Yes, fait can fhew you your own 
df apodraatdloeract x0 phe Stal splay ks a 





ings too, fome pleafane 


‘one of ef pate wr “hae oa 
= ty 
Scan. Why, | bave @ beau io a’ bagnio, cupping Fora 
complexion, and xine ey fora thape. 
vellins Fra 
see Thenl ore lady burning beanly da Gelb 


sy-coach' 

a Mrs Frail O devil! well, bur that) fto1 
“Scan. Lhave fome hieroglyphics too; 
yen with a hundred hands, two heads, and bat one face 9” 
a.divine with two faces and one head; and 1 havea folw 
dicr with ‘his brains in bis belly, and his heart where i} 
bead fhou'd be, 
» Mrs Frail. And no bead t 


+ @ Scan No head. 


Bh Frail. Pooh, kee all: invention, Have Foe 
2 


post 
Seas Yes, I have a pect weighin; words,’ and felling 
praife for praife, and a critic pickiog hi Shave 
another large piece too, reprefenti 

there are huge proportion'd critics with long wigs, lac’d. 
coats, Steinkirk cravatsfand terrible faces, with catcalls 
in their -bands, horn-books about Sol oten 
have man: more of Loohe'y very well 

hal ee. Seek 


ow 








‘gage 
Tat Angelica Lam about making 
¥¢ abroad, and be atiliberty to fee her, 
an account of you, and your proceeds. 
fies bea fign of love; you'are the atoft, 
feces: + you fancy that: part- 
ry Ap you to your Babel 
phe isa thoughtlfe adventarer 
bo hopes to purchafe wealth by felli 
ina miltrefs with a lofing ba hel 


ACT I, SCENE TL |. 
A Room in Forefight's bonfe. ) Ni 
Foarsicut and sieves Ly 













Fores ioe. 


EYDAY! What, are all, the women shes family, 
abroad? Is not my wife come home? nor my fifter, 
Bor eoprangher 2 

Ser. No, 

Fore. Mere) pia what cangbe the arene 
the moon is in all her DOCS ls FRY. REE ge 
at home ? 

Ser. Yes, Sir. 

Fore. ie ra you lie, Sir, 





ie ng 

© Fores Ha, how? Faith i 
fo have; ‘that may be good luck jewent in troth it. 
may, very good od tack 7 nay, I have had ‘fome omens: 

got out of bed backwards too this morning, without p 
A" Peet pretty good that too; but then Tu 

down ftairs, and met a weal 3 bad omens thoft 
Sunes good, our, lives caer mirth 
Tehewe want -and- 
time——But i 






eiaivassiel Foresicut, Fete heh 


Ts it nota good hour for pleafure too,, un 
lend me your coach, mine’s out of order. 
yee. wou'd you be gadding too ! Sure all fe» 


to-day—It is of evil cata 4 
~ mili ita foil = pcos 


apd lenve “you to eee a 

junétion with -your wife,! 

y don vente eae jome, if you're jealous of 

er when (he's abroaa? You know my auntis 2 dittle re~ 

Bence Keine cal ) i bor eter - Uncle, I’m afraid 
you arenot lordiof the aftendant, ha, ha, had ‘ 


4 fiege:! ine a world of ees 
wee reg aaa 
pave to hve ound, or 


“ty tie 

“i ep eee ig aan “1 go woes 
bad eran or -_ 

Nay, ae i ied Popery ’ 





Will jou eare'oon bt all allo out 
ok to’t; Nurfe; Lean bring witnefs that you have a great). 
~ unnatural teat under your left arm, :and he another; and» 
that you fuckle a young devil tanh Btpas ofa ‘ablayicaty}! 


by.turns, beam) see ; 
\Nurfe. A teat, ateat, 1 feat rae Othe falfe 
thing; feel, feebhere, if L have Tare 
like another Chriftian, 
Fore. Lrwill. have patience, fince is tethe ™ 
ftars I thould be thus tormented: This. is phere 

















inheritance. 
er that is tobe—Hah ! old Merlin! body 0” a 
ey fo glad'I’m reveng’d on this undutiful rogue ! 

Fors. Odfo, let me fee; Jet me fee the paper. 
faith and>troth here ‘tis, ifit will burbold.—t witht 
were done, andthe eonveyance made,—Wheo was this 
figa'd, what hour? Odfo, you :fhould have confulted me 
far the time, Well, bur wel make hafte——— 

Sir Sam. Hate, ay; ay ; tite enough, my fon’ Ben will 
bein town to-night—! ‘have order’d my lawyer to draw 
up Writings of fertlement and'jointare—All fhall be done 
‘to-night——No matter for the time ; pr *ythee, brother 
Forefight, deave fuperftition—Pox o' th? time ; there's no. 
time -bot-the time prefent; there’sno more to be faid of 
what's paft, and all that is to come will happen. If.the 
fun fhine by day, and the ftars by night, why, we shall 
know.one another's faces without the help of candle; and 
that’s ali the ftars are good for. * 

Fore. How, how? Sir Sampfon,that all ? Give me leave 
to contradi&-you, and tell you, you are ignorant. 

Sir’ Sam. Vell you Lam wile ; and fapiens deminabis 

—turaftris; there's Latin for you to prove it, and'an are 
‘gument to.confound your ephemeris, Ignorant !—=Ptell 
you, 1 have travell'd, old Fircu, and know the globe ; I 
havedeen the cantipodes, where the fun rifes at waidvight, 
andofets‘at noon-day, 

‘Fore, But I tefl you, I have travell’d, and travell’diin 
the ccleltial {pheres, know the figns and the planets, abd 
their houfes ; can judge of motions direc and retrograde, 
of fextiles, Quadrates, trinesy-and oppofitions, fiery tri« 

ns, and aquatical trigons ; know whether life fhall be 
foogiersthorsy shappy*or unhappy ; whether difeafes ate 

‘curable-or incurable 5» if journeys thal! be profperous, un- 
devtakingsefacceful, or goods flol’n recover’d; ° 


wae 
pe ie = the kaow the len; f the Emperor of 
tL tao fasatptin eae er sear 
‘pon gh eowith 1 ‘art 
ie, made 2 cuckold’ of a king, and the 










when tiaellers i of fpea arth, when 
ee aly sa 


Bantam is the iffue of thefe loins, ~ 





\ Fore. What, does he twit me with my wife too? I muft 
be better inform’d of this,—[4/de.]—Do you mean my 
wife, Sir Sampfon? Though you made a cuckold of the 
‘King of Baatam, yet‘by the body of the fas———— 

Sir Sam. By the hors of the moon, you wou'd fay, 
brother Capricorn, : 

Fore. Capricorn in your teeth, thou modern Mandevil ; 
Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a type of thee, thou 
Jide of the firft magnitude. Take back your paper of in 
hefftance, fend your fon to fea again. I'll wed. my daugh 
ter to an Egyptian mummy ere fhe ‘hall incorporate with 
‘@ contemner of fciences, anda defamer of virtue. 

Wir Sam. Body o' me, I have gone too far ;——I mal 
not provoke boneft Albumazar——An Egyptian mumm: 
is an illuftrions creature, my trufty hieroglyphic, an 
may have fignifications of futurity about him ; odfbuc 
{ would my fon were ao Egyptian mummy for thy fak: 
‘What, thou art not angry for aje@, my good Hage: 

i reverence the fun, moon, and ftars, with all my heart- 
What, I'll make thee a prefent of a mummy; now 1 
think on’t, body o’ me, I have a fhoulder of an Egyptian 
king, that I purloin’d from one of the pyramids, pow- 
der’d ‘with hieroglyphics; thou thalt have it brought 
home to thy houfe, aod make an entertainment for all 
the Philomaths, and ftadents in phyfic and aftrology in 
aud about London, 

Fore. But what do you know of my wife, Sir Sampfon ? 

Sir Sam. Thy wife is a conftellation of virtues; fhe’s 
the moon, and thou art the man>in the moon; nay, fhe 
is more illaftrious than the moon, for fhe has her ehaftity 
without her inconftancy ; “fbud, I was but in jel. - 

+t i = A ang 


Sie ik SG BON Brew ake aye 

Tothem Jextmy. - 

‘Sir Sam. How now, who fent for you? Him Whit ' 

‘wana youth? pad yoo Bink Wwe i 

Fore, Nay, if ‘in jeft—Who's that fel- 

i low? 1 done like Hiphyiogseny: meg bhai“ 
Mien Ps si 











" Sin Sun, 89 fan St wat fo, Se? Myon Bene 











jamin, boh?s 
ter. No, Sir, Mr Valensin, ‘my mafter—Tis | 
tt he has been abroad fince Bote ae 
comes to pay his duty to you. | 
Sir Sam. Well, Sir : ec q 
oe 
8 C.E N Ev .Vu. of A 
Foutsicut, Sir Sanrson, VALENTINE, Jeneuy. 4s] 
| Fer. He is here, Sir. , , 


~ Val. Your blefing, Sir. 

SirSam, You've had it already, Sir; L think Tfent 
it you to-day in a bill of four thonfand” pounds : 2 preat 
deal of money, brother Forefight. 

Fore. Ay, indeed, Sir Sampion, a great-deal of 
for a young man; I wonder what he ean do with it? 

Sir Sam. Body o’me, fo do 1.—Hark ye, Valentine, if 
there'be too mach, refund 'the fay raed doft bear; boy? 

Val. Superfluity, Sirt it will fcarce pay my debrs.— 
Thope you will have more indulgence than to oblige me 

—to thofe hi hard conditions, ‘sich my neceflity fign’d to. 

Sir Sam. Sir, how, T befeech you? what were you 
Pleas'd to intimate concerning indulgence? 

Val. Why, Sir, that you won'd not go to the extre+ 
tity of the conditions, but réleafe me at Teast from 
fome part——, 

Sir Sam. Ob, Sir, I underftand you—that's all, hal 
e Val. Ye, Sir, all that I prefume to afk.—Butewhat 
you, out’ of fatherly real will be pleas'd to add, 
fhall be doubly welcome. 

Sir Sam, No doubt of it, fweet Sir; but your filial 
riety and my fatherly fondoels wou'd fit like two tale 
ies —Here’s “a rogue, brother Forefight, makes.a bar- 

gain under hand and fealsin the morning, and would be 

) teleas’d from it ia the afternoon ; here’ a rogue, dog, 

_ here's confeience and honefty; this is your wit now, 

siege shat of your wits! Yoo are a wit, and 

j a beau, and may be a——Why, firrah, is it 
tn-4 hand and feal ?—Can you deny it? 


deny it—— 
Sis Se ying I all iret: 








brother, you underitand. ph ea 
barry Took to-me--of all my Boys the tol waleme 4 
a dama'd Tyburn-face, without the benefit o! the 






BY. 

Fore, Hum—troly I don't care to difcourage a young. 

has a violent death in his face, but 1 hope 
inger of hanging. 

a bh Sir,, Is this ufage for your fon ?——for that old: 

headed fool, 1 kaow howito laugh at him; but 








weathre! 
you, Sir- 
Sir Sam. You, Sir; = you, Sir: ——Why, i 
are you ‘ 
Val. Your fon, Sir, 
eiSie Sam. That’s more than know, Sir, and I balers 


Wy Faith, T hope not. 

Sir Sam. What, wou'd you have your matliera whore } 
did you ever hear the like! did you ever hear the like ! 

jody o'me——— 

Val. I would have an excufe fot your barbarity Sd 
wanatural ufage. 

Sir Sam, Excufe! impudenee! Why, firrah, mayn E 
do what I pleafe? Are not you my flave?. Did not L be- 
get you! and might not 1 have chofea whether I would 
have begot you or np? Oons, who are you? Whence 
came you? What brought you into the world? Haw 
came you here, Sir? Here, to ftand Bere, upon: thole 
two.legs, and look ered with:that audacious face, hah? 
Anfwer me that? Did. you came a voluaiver into, the 
world 2 or did L, with the Javfal authority of -a, parent, 

poprefsyou to the fervice ? ‘3 


Kale L kno by chan you do whi 
gon ald a “tate ig aatpe ‘ a rey 
provide for me, 1 1s yt ite me as you 
me, 
“uncafe, iiip, | 





ma ir Sam, With all Se tear come, 


Id, . 
ee pat 
»_ thought, 






fo dive me-of b 
Sy appetites, fenfes, and. th 

Se lr tpeig 
ees, 











TWH eto 


Shp Beant Body St wha & toany headed ‘baie’ 
ee ee 
Val. Yam of perieaer  4 
tobe kept at fmall expence; but the retinue that he 


gave me are craving and invincible; they are forn 
devils that you have rais'd, and will have employment.» 

Sir Sam. "Qons, what had 1 to do to get children?— | 
can’ea private man be born without all'thefe followers? 
—Why, nothing under an emperor fhould be born with 

* appetites. — Why, at this cate a fellow that has bat a 
J gioat in his pocket may have'a ftomach capable of a ten 
hhilling ordinary. t 
fer. Nay, that’s as clear as the fun; I'll make oath 
of it before any juftice in Middicfex. 

Sir Sam, Here's a cormorant too,—’S'heart, this 
fellow was not born with you ?. I did not beget 
him, did 1? 

4 Fer. By the provifion that’s made*for me, you might 
have begot me too:—— Nay, and to tell your Worhhip 
5 another truth, I believe you did, for 1 find 1 was bor 
‘with thofe fame whorefan appetites too, that my mafler 
—peaks of. 

Sir Sant. Why. look you there now, 1) maintain 
it, that by the rule of-right reafon, this fellow ought to 
have been born without a palate "heart, what 
‘fhou’d he do with a diftinguithing taite?———I warrant 
youvhe’d rather gat a pheafant than a piece of poor Joho: 
and fmell, now; why I warrant he can {mell, and loves 


perfumugs baat a ftink—— Why there’s it ; and mufie; 
don't you Tove mufic, Scoundrel? 
? Fer: Yes, 1 have a reafonable good ear, Sir, 23 to 


Jiggs and country dances, and the like; Idon’e much 
matter your folo’s or fonato’s, they give me the fpleen. 
Sir Sam. The {pleen, Ha, ha, ba! a confound 
—Solo’s or fonato’s? “Oons, whofe jon are you? iow 
N ‘were you engender'd, Mackworm ? 4 
~ _ Jer. Lam by father, the fon.of » chairman; my mo- 
_ ther fold oyfters in winter, «and pire in fummer ¢ 
Lee airs into the world ; for I was born in 
age ee fhia'd’ go ep fairs out of 
“ \Fare 1 aoe he 'd go tp fairs out 
C3 Sie Sam \ | 


Vaan 1 
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igs 
cbe in town to-night, or to-morrow morning, and then 
Took. you perform covenants ; and fo your friend and fes- 
yant.——Come, Brother Forefight, 





that my cubs might have liv’d upon fucking their paw 
Nature has been provident only to bears and {piders : t 
on¢ has its namiment in his own hands; and t’other {pi 
his habitation out of his own entrails, 
~ Fal. Fostane was providentenough to-fupply all the m 
ceflisies of my nature, if | bad my right of inheritance. 
Sir Sam. Again! ’Oons, han’t you four thoufand pound 
_ if Thad it again I would not give thee a groat-— 
‘What, would{t thou have me turn pelican, and feed thes 
ut of my own vitals?—'S'heart, live by your wits—— 
were always fond of the wits,—now let's fee if you 
have wit enough to keep yourfelf——Your brother will 


SCENE Vill. 
Varextrne, Jentuy. 


Fer. T told you what your vilit would come to. 

Val, "Tis as mach as | expected——I did not come to 
fee him s I came to Angelica: but fince the was gone 
jabroad, it was eafily turaed another way, and. atleait 
Tooked well on my fide. What's here? Mrs Forefight 
and Mrs Frail; they are earneft——I'll avuia ‘em,— 
Come this way, and goand enquire when Angelica will | 
Return, \ ‘ 


- 


: SCENE Tt Ny 
> Drs Fortsionr and Mri Feain, <<a 


Mrs Frail, haye you to doto watch me? S'life; | 
Til do what T pleafe.: z 
» Mrs Fore. Youwilld 


Bin Frail. Yes ery will LA ee Fetbee 


4. 
finefs to-go to, Covent: fquare in oma 
and teke a turn with one’s friepd, ps ular 


ps 
= eel 














if-yoa had been there it had only been innocent recreas 
tion. ——Lord, where's the comfort of this life, if we 
can’t have the happinefs of converfing where we like? > 
| Mrs Fore, Bat can’t you converfe at home?—1 
jt, think there’s no happinefs like converfing with an 
wgregable man; I’ don't quarrel at that, nor I don’t 
fink but your converfation was very innocent; bur the 
dace is public, and to be feen witha man in a ’bael 
J ‘oach is {candalovs, -What i any body elfe thould have 
sen you alight as { did?—How can any body be happy 
thile they are in perpetual fear of being feeo and cen 
wd 2——Befides, it would sot only reflect upon” yous 
fter, but me, 
& “Mrs Frail, Pooh! here's a clatter—Why fhouldit 
t flegt upon you?—1 don’t doubt but you have thooght 
vurfelf happy in a hackney-coach before now ;—if I 
d gone to Knightibridge, or to Chelfen, or to Spring- 
uden, or Barn-Elms with a man alone—fomething 
ght have been faid. 
+ Mrs Fore. Why, wat l ever in any of thole places? 
yat do you mean, filter? 
Mrs Frail. Was ?—What do you mean? 
Urs Fere. You have been at a worfe place. 
Mrs Frail, Lava worfe place, and witha man! | 
Mrs Fore. 1 {uppofe you wou'd not go alone to the 
‘World’s-end. 
My Lil ‘The World’s-end! What, do metn 
a banter > 


ge. Mrs Fore. Poor innocent ! You don’t know that there 
isa place call’d the World’s-end? I'l) fwear you can 
keep your countenance purely; you'd make an admiray 
ble player. 4 
Mrs Frail. VM {wear you have a great deal of conf. 
dence, and in my mind too much for the flage. 
\ Mrs Fore. Very well, that will appear who bas my 
, “you never bers World’s-end? 
ae de politivel Fai 
regih ly ‘omy § ce? 
rail ‘our face; what’s your face - 
Mloraatver fot chats! tisas gooda’ te: sem. 
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pital Tiely 06 fous ead ee gape see 
it pofitively to face then. a" 
| | Mrs Fore. Vil aieyea now to find fault with my 
13 face ;—for I'll fwear your impudence has pat me out of 
‘sountenance.——Bur look you here now—wheredid you 
Jofe this gold bodkia ?—Oh, fitter, filter! . 
Mrs Frail. My bodkia! 
‘drs Fore. ‘Nay, itis yours; look at it. - 
‘Mrs Frail. Well, if you go to that, where did you find 
this bodkin?—Oh fifter, filter !—Sifter every way. 
Mrs Fore. © devil on't} that 1 could not difcover her 
withoot betraying myfelf! (Afide. 
_ Mrs Frail. I bave heard gentlemen fay, fifter, that 
one fhould take great care, when one makes a thruft in 
fencing, not to lie open one’s felf. 
Mrs Fore. \e's very true, fifter. Well, fince all’s out, , 
fand, as you fay, fince we are both wounded, let us do 
at is often done’ in duels, take care of ope another, and 

. w better fri€nds tharbefore. 

(Mr: Frail. With all my heart ; ours are bor‘flight 
fieth wounds, and if we keep “em from air, not at‘all ~ 
dangerous. Well, give me your hand in token of fife ~ 
ly fecrecy and affeétion, 

Mrs Fore. Here itis with all my heart. 
Mrs Frail. Well, as an earneft of friendthip and con+ 

» fidence, "ll acquaint you with a defign that I have. To 
tell truth, and fpeak openly one to another, I’m afraid 
the world have obfery’d us more than we have obfery'’d 
‘one another. You have a rich hagband,. and are provi- 
ded for; {am ata lofs, and have no great® ttock either 
of fortane or reputation, and therefore mult look tharply~ y 
about me. Sir Sampfon has a fon that is expeéted to- 
night ; by the account I have heard of his education he 
can be no conjurer: the eltate you know is’ to be made 
‘over to hin——Now, if 1 could ‘wheedle him, fifter, Ha? 
You underftand me? a” eras ey 

Mrs Fore. do; and'will ‘help you to the utmoft of | 
my power.—And I can tell you one thing that falls out 
luckily enough: My aukward eh oon boys 

ou koow, is defign’d to be his wife, is grown You inc 

ir Tattle; now, if you cao improve that,and make her 
have an averfion for the booby, euay ea eee, i 

- aed 


cowards his Iikieg: Hi ather;\and 
Jet uscontrive Fe poss other oo leave “cm togethers “| 


8 C.E.N EX, 


Toshem Tarte and Mifr Prox. 


Mii. Mothér, mothér, mother, look you here. i 

Fore. Fy, fy, Mifs, how you bawl.—Befides, 

ve told you, you ntalt nor call me Mother, 5 te 
Mif. What moit I call you then? are you not my fa- 
wher’s wife? 2 tae 

Mrs Fore. Madam ; you malt fay Madam——By, my 

ul, I fhall fancy myfelf old indeed, to have this 

rh call me mother ——Well, but Mifs, what are you fo 

very at? i ae. 

Look you here, Madam, then, what Mr Tattle 

en te——=Look you here, coufio, here’s a fnuff- 

: nay, there’s {nuff in’t;—here, wit you have any ?— 

h good! it is !—Mr Tattleis all over fweet; 

.* siperukelis fweet, and his gloves are weet, and his 

F indkerchief is fweet, gure fweet, fweeter thaa roles. 

~mell him, mother, Madam, | mean——He ‘gave me 
this ring fora kils. * 

Tat. O fy, Mils, you muft not kifs and tell. 

Mijz, Yes, may tell my mother—Ard he fays he'll 
give me fomething to make me fmell fo—Oh, pray lend 
me your handkerchief Smell, _coufin ; he fays he'll 
‘give me fomething that will make my {mock {mell this 
way: Js not it pure ?——-It's better than. Javender, 

( qon——P'hh refolv'd I won't Jet) nurfe put any more la- 

ch vender among my fmocks—Ha; coulis > 

i Mrs Fraih Fy, Milsy-amongft your linen, you malt 
fay-——You muft never fay {mock. aa 

Mii. Why, itis nov bawdy, isi, coulin ? © c 

. |<) Fat. Oh, Madam, you are:too fevere upon Mifs3) 
‘ onmlt not-find fault with her pretty fimplicity, iv peli 
t_ her ftrangely — Pretty Mifs, don’t ice ‘em perfuade you 

1 of your ianocency. ‘a 4 — 

demm you, toad——<I with you don’t 


‘ es: how can your Ladg~ 


em coranae | 































_ Mrs Frail. Ab, devil ! ‘ly devil—He's as clofe, Gifter, 
a8 2 confeffor——He thinks we'don’t obferve him. 
Mrs Fore. A cunning cur ; how foon he could find out 
a frehh harmlefs creature, and left us, filter, prefently, 
‘Tat. Upon reputation—— 
| Mrs Fore. They're all fo, filter, thefe men—they love 
to have the fpoiling of a young thing ; they are as fond of 
‘Gt, as of being firft in the fathion, or of feeing a new play | 
athe firft day,—I warreat it would break Mr Tartle’s heert, 
to think that any body elfe fhould be beforehand with him 
Tat, Oh Lord! | {wer I wou’d not for the world— 
Mrs Frail, O hang you; who'll believe you ?—you'll 
tbe ‘hang’d before you'd confefs—we know you—hhe’s 
‘ery pretty !—Lord, what pure red and white !——the 
looks fo wholfome ;—ne’er ftir, I don’t know, but I 











es, if Hes a = d 
v fi. you love to jeer one, couling: 
Me Fore. Hask'ce, fiter, by my foul the girl is 






Spoil'd already——d'ye think the’ll ever endure a great 
Jubberly Tarpawlin—Gad I warrant you fhe won’ let hint 
-come near her, after Mr Tattle oy 
Mrs Frail. O” my foul, I'm afraid not—eb !—filthy_- 
creature, that fmells all of pitch and tar—devil take,you, 
you confounded toad—why did you fee her before fhe was 
married 2 2 ] 
Mrs Fore. Nay, why did we let him——my hufband 
will hang us—he'll chink we brought ’em acquainved, 

Mrs Frail, Come, faith let us be gone- my brother 
Forefight fhou’d find us with them;—he'd think fo, fure 
en “ 


















irs Fore. So he wou'd—but then leaving ‘em’ 
ither is as bad—aod he’s fuch a fly devil, he'll never mil 
an opportunity. ray 
irs Frail, U don't care ; 1 won't be feenin't. | | 
| Mrs Fore. Well, if you fhould, Mr Tattle, you'll 
‘have a world to anfwer for ; remember I wath my hands ; 
of ’m thoroughly innocent. Vrate 
SCENE XL a 


ot Tarrie, Mif Pevs, Rays) 
Mif;, Whar makes ’em go away, Mr Tattle? what 
I nash esos ue you know? ‘Tat, 


he 


Mifi. Come, muft not we go too?, 
Tat. No, no, they don’t mean that. ‘ 
Mifz. No! what then? what hall you and I do to~ 
sther? 
Tat, I muft make love to you, pretty Mifs; will you 
me gaake love to you ? . 
Mf. Yes, if you pleate. 
‘Tat. Frank, i'gad, at leat. What a pox does Mrs 
prefight mean by this civility? is it to make a fool of 
2h or does the leave us together opt of morality, 
d do as the would be done by ?—Gad, I'll underfland— 
fo. [Aides 
Mifz. Well ; and how will you make love to me ?— 
ome, I long to have you begin——muft I make love: 
0? you muff tell me how. 
‘Tat. You muft let me {peak, ratip you muft not {peak 
mutt afk you queftion ou muft anfwers , 
Mifs, What, is it like the 
Ek me. 
Tat. D'ye think you can love me? 
Mifs. Yes. 
Tat, Pooh, pox, you moft. not fay yes already; IL 
an't care a farthing for you in a twinkling. 
Mifs, What moft I fay then ?, 
Tat, Why, you, muff fay no, or you believe not, or 
ou can’t tell ———- 
Why, muft [tell alie then ? 
"YESH You'll be well bred. All well-bred pti 
ie———Befides, you area woman, you moft never 
et think : your words mutt cootradiét your | 
it your actions may contradi€ your wordse: 
0, eek vyou; if you loye. me, you muft fay no, 
at love me-too——If I tell you you are: 














but more complying 5 
you fay you'll cry out, you 1 
‘tongue. 6% aN 
Mifs. O Lord! Ul fy this is pure—T like it-bet- * 
ter than our old-fathios’d country way of Speaking, one’s 
mind :—and mutt you not lie too? 


«© Tat. Hum—Yes— but you muft believe I {peak truth. 
© Gemini! Well, I had always-a_gregr mind 
“to tell lies—but they frighted me, and {aid iz at, 
* Tat. Well, my pretty creature, will you make m 
bappy by giving me a kifsh 
_ Mifz, No, indeed; Vai angry at you, 
[Runs and kif 
Tat. Hold, hold, that’s pretty well—but in - Pa 
re have given it me, but have iba ‘d me to 





* up. ‘Well, we'll do't again. 
Tat, With allany heast——Now then, my. Jittle-an= 


an: pate [Aiges her, 
<Mifs. Pi 


Tat, That's right! —Again, muy charmer. (ifr again.» 

Mifs, O fy! Nay, now I can’t abide you, 

Tat. Aduiirable! That was at well as if you bad been 
‘born aod bred in Covent-Gardeo,—And won't yaa 
fhew me, pretty Mifs, where your bedchamber is? 

MMifi. No, indeed won't 1: but Vl sne@here, and 
hide myfelf from you behind the curtains... 

Tat. Vil follow yours 
« Mif. Ak, but 1'll bold the door with both hands, aN 
be angry—and you thall path, me dowe'Uetore, yf } 
come in, wrtd 

Tat, No, Vil come in firlt, aod pul you dosinater- 


ye 
ag you? then I'll suchtctouiemtans: 


td RS cart Rr 
PF en Till mike you a 

ut fi: res Re ld em 
at. Ob, ; 

ter, pairs coe Tirta ate mo 












Noase alone. 


x Nurse. 


MESS: Mifs, Mis Proe—Mlercy on me; ‘atty and 
amen! Why, what's become of the child ?—why, 
Y']Mifs, Mifs Forefight—fure the has leck'd herfelf up in 
Iher chamber, and gone to ep, or to prayers: Milt, 
Mifs! I hear her—come to! your father, child: open 
the door—open the door, Mifs—I hear you cry huthe 
— Lord, who’s there ? [Peeps.] What's here todo? 
=O the Father! a man with her !—Why, Mils, I fay 
God’s my life, here’s fine doings towards——-O Lord, 
we're all undone——O you young harlotry | [Anocks.] 
~} Od's my life, won't you open the doo? I'll come in the 
é back way. 4 


- SCRNE IU. 





Tatts, Mifs Pros. 
Mifs. O Lord! the’s coming——and the’ll tell my 
father ; what fhall I do now ? 
Tat. Pex take her! if the had ftaid two minutes 
Tonger, 1 fhou'd have with’d for her coming. 
Mifs. O dear, "what fhall 1 fay? Tell me, Mr Tattle, 
te e.g lic. _. 
“af. “Lnete’s no occafion for a lie: I could never tell 
ie to no purpofe——But fince we have done nothing, 
we maft fay nothing, I think, I hear her——I’ll leave 
you together, and.come off as you can. 
, [Torufts ber iny and fhuts the doors 


> SCENE ID — 
Tartir, Varentins, Scaxpar, ANGELICA, © 
You can’t accufe me of inconftancy : I never 
that I jeg you, 
, Hal, Bat 1 cab accufe you of uncertainty, for not 
> telling me avbether you did\or not. ~ BY ates 
om D Ang. 


yb “alinkice “earoresencdl for: 


uncertainty; I 
3 
got concern enough to alk myfelf the queftion. 
Scan. ‘Nor good-narure enovgt to anfwer him that 
* did afk you : T’ll fay that for you, /Madam. 
“Ang. What! are you fetting up for good-nature ? 
Scan. Only for the affectation of it, as the women do 
for ill-nature. 
Ang, Perfoade your Friend that it is all affectation. _ 
Scan. 1 thall reccive no benefit ftom the opinions. —, 
I know no effectual difference berween continued jae 
tion and reality, t ( 
Tat. coming up.] Scandal, are you in private dif- 
courfe, any thing of fecrefy? [Afde to Scan. 
Scan. Yes; but I dare truft you: we were talking of 
Angelica’s love to Valentine; you won't {peak of 
Tat. No, no; not a fyllable——I_ know that’s a fe- 
cret, for it’s whifpered every wheres 
Scam. Ha, ha, ha! 
Ang. What is, Mr Tattle? I heard you fay fome+ 
thing was whifper'd every where. 
Scan. Your love of Valentine, 
Ang. How ! 
Tat: No, Madam, his love for your Ladythip. 
Gad take me, L beg your pardon—for I never heard a 
word of your Ladythip’s pallion till this infant. 
Ang. My paflién! And who told you of my paffion, 
pray Sir? 
Scan. Why, is the devil in you? Did not I tell it 
in for a fecret? eu A 
Tat. Gadfo! but I thought the might have been tra’ | 
ed with her own affairs ? + a 
Scan. \s so caer Tepe oat ene dl 4 
Tat. You fay true, I beg your pardon; Jil all. 
off.—It was impoflible, Madam, for meio imagine that 
| perfon of your Ladythip’s wit and gallantry couldihiave ,* 
fe fong receiv'd the paflionate addrefies of the accomplith’d 
Valentine, and yet. remain infenfible; therefore you will 
don me, if from ajuft weight of bis merit, with your 
Fadyihip'e good judgment, I form’d the balance ofvate- 
a eens cn a sagen 
Val. ! what damn’'d coftive poetibas given 
thee this leffon of fuftian 20 get by rove? sed yaplt 
. = y 
















“ 








dare {wear you wrong own— 

‘Tattle only jadges of the fuccefs of others from 

the. effeéts of -his own merit: for exrrialy, Mate 
was never deny'd any thing in his life... . 

Tat. O Lord! yes, indeed, Madam, feveral times. a 
‘Ang. 1 {wear, 1 don't think ’tis poffible, . 
arate Yes, 1 vow and fwear I have: Lord, Madam, 

he moft unfortunate man in the world, and the molt 

lly us'd by the ladi 
Ang, Nay, now you'te ungrateful. . 

Tat. No, | hope one as moch ingratitude. to 
own fome favours, as to conchal others, 

Val. There, now it’s out. 

Ang. 1 don’t underftand you now. I thought you had 
never afk'd any things bat what a lady might modeitly 
grant, and you confe 
Scan. So faith, yourrbufinefs is one. here j.now you 
+ Tay go brag fomewhere elfe. 

2 Tat. Brag, O Heav'as } Why, did I name any bedy? 
Ang. No; 1 foppofe that is not in your powers but 
you wou'd if you cou'dy no doubt on't, : 

Tut. Not in my power, Madam! What» does your 
Ladyfhip mean, that 1 have no woman's reputation in my 
power? 

Scan. Oons, why you won't own it, will you? [4/dew 

Tat. Eaith, Madam, you're inthe: cs ie tno more I 
have, as I hope go be fav'd; I never had it in my power 
bi fay any thing to a lady's ‘prejudice i in my life—for, 

ys telling you, Madam, 1 have been the moft un= 
(sful creature living, in things of that nature; and 
ever had the good fortune to be trafted once with a la- 
ays mot once, == ” 
No. + ) 
« Wal. Not once, I darevanfwer for'bim. | 

veer ‘And Vil anfwer for bin: for I'm fore “if he i 
Fees coos 1d, Mahe den | 

Know Mr Tautle. ait 













“Fat. No, ita, you don't know mie at all, 
|For | intimate friends wou'd have known— 
afbiity. henry Sroabrstapeeet | 
en beet “y= 
AMBRE D Ay det af payed Tat. 
es el + et 
Mat fe 





Tat. O pox! Scandal, that was too far put,—Never 
have told particulars, Madam. Perhaps I might have 
talk’d as of a third perfon—or have introduc’d an amour 
of my own in converfation, by way of novel: but never 
have explain’d particulars. 

Ang. Bur whence comes the reputation of Mr Tattle’s 
fecrecy, if he was never trufted ? 

Scan, Why, thence it arifes—The thing is proverbial- 

Spoken, but may be apply’d to him—as if we fhoulu _ 
of in general terms, He only is fecret who never was 
trufted—a fatirical proverlf upon our fex—There’s ano- * 
ther upon yours—As fhe is\chafte, whe was never ask’d 
the queftion. That's all. 

@uhecNcoople bE very civil groverta; craly 4 "tc BOM 
to tell whether the Lady or Mr Tutile be the more o- 
blig’d to you, For you found her virtue upon the back= 
wardnefs of the men; and his fecrecy upon the miftruft of 
the women. 

Tat, Gad, it’s very troe; Madam, I think we are o- 
blig'd to acquit ourlelves—and for my part—But your 
Ladyhhip is to {peak firlt 

Ang. Am 1? Well, 1 freely confefs I bave refifted a 
great deal of ReryeaOe, 

Tat. And I, Gad, [have given fome temptation that 
has not been refifted, 

Val. Good. 

Ang. 1 cite Valentine here to declare)to the court, 
how. frvitlefs he ha: found his endeavours, and to son 
all\bis folicitations and yny deniais: 

Val. Lam ready to plead, Not guilty for y ‘you, at 
Guilty for mylelf. 

Scan. So! why this is fair; em ee a 
a witoefs. 

Tat. Well, my \witneffes are not prefent—but 1 cons 

T have had favours from perfons———burt as 
‘voors are numberlefs, fo the perfons are namelelss 

Sean. Poob ! this nothing, 

Tat. No! I can dew | letters, lockets, yee) and 
tings ; and if there be occafion for witneffes, 1 can 
mon the maids at the chocolate-houfes, all the port 
Pall Mall and Covent Garden, aietibonsioches at the: 





layhoufe, the drawers at Locket’s, Pontack’s, ts¢ Rum- 
pee 


mers» 


mer, “Garden, 

chambre 5 all who canoes oath, pie ller ation 
Jetters than the fecretary’s office; and that L have more 
vizor masks to enquire:for me than ever went to: fee the 
hermaphrodite, or the naked prince : and itis novorious, 
that in a country church once, an enquiry, beiag made 
who I was, it was anfwer'd, L was the ‘Tate, 
had ruin'd fo many women, 

Val. At was there, I foppofe, you got the nickname off 
the Great Turk. 

/ Tat. True ; I was call’d if Tattle all over the pas 













* yih——The next Sunday alif the old women kepr their 
daughters at home, and the pdrfon had not half his com> 
gregation. He wou'd have brought me into the fpiritual 
court, but I was reveng’d upon him, for he had a hands 
fome daughter whom I initiated into the fcience : but I 
repented of it afterwards, for it was talked of in town— 
. And a lady of quality that thall be namelefs, in a raging 









and expos'd herfelf upon my account ; Gad! 1 was forry 
for it with all my heaee——You know whom I meaa— 
you know where we raffled ——— 

Scan. Mum, Tattle. 

Val, ’Sdeath! are you not alham'd? 

Ang, O barbarous! I never heard fo infolent a piece 
of vanity—Fy, Mr Tattle—I'll fuer I could not have 
believ'd it. ——Ig this your fecrec 

Tat. Gadfo ! the heat of my ty carried me beyond 

difcretion, as the heat of the lady’s paflion hurry’d 

F beyond her reputation—But I hope you don't kaow 

hom I mean ; for there were a great many ladies raf> 
fled Pox on’t! now could 1 bite off my tongue, 

Scan. No, don't; for then you'll tell us no more—— 

Come, [ll recommend a fongto you upon the hint of i] 
SANE and I fee one in the next room that 

~. [Goes to the door. 

oe For Hear og Se, if you do gvels, fay nothing. 


a ng in fing ia he af sew pay. 
‘ Ds SONG: 










fit of jealoufy, came down in her coach and-fix horfes, « 


i 
a 





Set by Mr Joun Eccres. 
os oe 
A nymph and a fwain to Apollo once pray'd : 
The fwain had been jilted, the nymph been betray'd; 
Their intent was to try if bis oracle knew — 
Ever a nymph that was chafle, cr a fwain that was true. yr 


Apollo was mute, and ie like ta have been pos'd, 
But fagely at length be tis fecret difclos'd : 

He alone won't betray in whom none will confide ; 
And the nymph may be chafle that has never been try'de 


SCENE Wy. 


“Te them Sir Samvson, Mrs Fraiz, Mifi Pave, and 
Servant. 


Sir Sam. Is Ben come ? Odfo, my fon Ben come! Odd, 
T'm glad on't: where is he? I long to fee him. Nowy 
Mrs Frail, you thall fee my fon Bea—Body o' me, he’s 
the hopes of my family.—I ban’t fen him thefe three 
years—I warrant he’s grown——Call him in, bid him 
make bafte——1'm ready to cry for joy. 
Mrs. Frail. Now Mifs, you fhall fee your hufband, 
Mifz. Pith! he fhall be none of my hufband. 
[Afide-to rat’ fA 
Mrs Frail. Huth! Well, he fhan’t; leave that to medi 
e—T'll beckon Mr Tattle to us. 
Aug. Won't you ftay and fee your brother ? 
Val. We asc the twin ftars, and cannot fhine in'one 
ere; when he rifes 1 muft fei—befides, if { thou'd 
, I don't know’ bait ey father in guod nature may 
prefs me to the immediate figning the decd of conveyance 
of my eftate, and 1’ defer it as long as I can.—Well, 
you'll come to a refolution? = 
Ang. \ can’t. Refolution muft come to me, or Lig 4 
never have one. 
“Scan, Come, Valentine, I'll go with you; T've fome> 
thing in my head to con manieite to'yous 8 
SCENE- 





s°C ENE ‘Vv. 


Ancexica, Sir Sampsox, Tartiz, Mrs Frait, 
Mifs Pro,” Zz 3 


Sir Sam. What! is my fon Valentine gone? what, is 
he fneak’d off, and would not fee his brother? There's 
‘an unnatural whelp! there’s an ill-natar’d dog! What! 

you here too, Madani, and could .not keep him? 
Yfeova neither love, nor duty, nor natural affeétion 
oblige him? Odfbud! Madan, have no more to fay to 
him: he is not worth your jonfideration. The rogue 
has not a dram of generous love about him: all ine 
tereft, all intereft, He's an undone fcoundrel, and courts 
your eftare; body o’ me, he docs not care a doit for 
your perfon. 

Ang. I'm pretty even with him, Sir Sampfon; for if 
ever t cou’d have Jik’d any thing in him, it thould have 
been his eltate too; but fince that’s gone, the bait’s off, 
and the naked hook appears. 

Sir Sam. Odfoud, well fpoken! and you are a wifer 
woman than I thought you were; for moft young women 
now-a-days are to be tempted with a naked hook. 

Ang. \f 1 marry, Sir Sampfon, I’m for a good eftate 
with any man, and for any man with a good eftates 
therefore if 1 were oblig'd to make a choice, I declare I'd 
rather have you than your fon, 

Sir Sam. Faith and troth your a wife woman, and 
1'm glad to hear you fay fo; 1 was afraid you were in 

\ ith the reprobate ; odd,.1 was forry for you with 

Il my heart. Hang him, mungre!! caft him off: you, 

al! fee the rogue thew himfelf, and make love to fome 
defponding Cadua of fourfcore for fuftenance. Odd, I 
love to fee ayyoung fpendthrift fore’d to cling to an old 
woman for fupport, like ivy round a dead oak : faith, Ty 
0; Tlove to fee ’em hug and cotten together, like down 
upon a thiftle. 


n % 8 ¢ EN EVIL 
pee © To them Bex, Lecenn, and Sexy ant. 


+ Ben. Where's father 2 
oe ‘There, Sir, his back’s toward you, 
=v ; 


Sir Sans 





\ 


‘Sir Sam. My fon Ben! Blefs théey, yay Boe 


dy o” me,-thouart heartily welcome. 

Ben. Thank you, father, and I’m glad to eho 

Sir Sam. Ogtbud, and I'm glad'to fee'thee ! Kifs me, 
boy} Kifs me again and again, dear Ben! — [Kifes him, 

Ben. So, {o% enovgh, father-——Mefs! I'd rather” 
Kifs thefe gentlewomen, , 

Sir Sam. ‘And fo thou fhalt——Mrrs Angelica, my -» 
fon Ben. 

Ben. Forfooth, if you pleafe——[Salutes ber.] Nay, iy: 
Miftres, I'm not for dropfing anchor heres about hip,” 
ifaith (Kifer Frail 4 Nay, and you too, my little 
cock-boat——fo [Kifer Mifs,’ 

Taf “Biii" you's welcone’a-Hore. 

Ben. Thank you, thank you, friend, 

Sir Sam, Thou haft been many a weary league, Bea, 
fince I faw thee. 

Ben, Ey, ey; been! Been far enough, an that be all. 
—Well, father, and how do all at home? How does 
brother Dick, and brother Val? 

Sir Sam. Dick! body o’me, Dick has been dead thele 
two years; 1 writ you word when you were at Legorne, 

Ben, Mefs'! that’s trae ; marry, I had forgot: Dick’s 
dead, as you fay Well, and how! T have many que- 

fions to afk you. Well, you ben’t married again, fa- 
ther, be you? 

Sir Sam. No; Lintend you fhall margy, Ben: I would 
ot marry for thy fake. 

Ben, Nay, what does that fignify?——An you marrv_ 
again———why then, I'll go to fea again; fo there’ 
one for t’other, an that be all.—Pray, don’t let me be 
i hind’rance ; e’en marry a’ God's name, an the wind 

that way. as for my part, mayhap, I have no mind 











7 Frail. That wou'd be pity—fuch a handfome 
biotic 
Ce gee a pos 

. you; for I love 

Ec aedy a we fayn, at fea, Prceeren 
you why I don’t much ftand towards matrimon! ae 
to roam about from port to port, and from land/to Jands” 
Lcould never abide to be port-bound, as we we call it, 


. 


ai 














‘Now a man that & marry’d has, as it ye 

feet jn the bilboes, and apayhap mayn’t get "em out a» 

gain when he weu'd, 

Sir Sam. Ben’s a wag. 

Ben. A man that is marry’d, d’ye fee, is no more like 
another man than a galley-flave is like one of us’ free 
failors ; he is chain’d to an oar all his life, and mayhap: 

Niue to tug a leaky veffel into the bargain. 

‘ir Sam. A very wag, Ben’s a very wag; only a lite 
fe tough, be wants a lirde polifhing 

-Mrs Frail. Nor at all; Ih like bis humour mightily, 

it’s plain and honeft; I fhou’dWike fuch a humour in @ 

hafband extremely. 

Ben, Say'n you fo, forfooth? Marry, and 1 thou'd 

like fuch a handfome gentlewoman for a bedfellow’ 

agely. How fay you, Mitrefs, wou'd you like going 

‘fea? Mefs, you're a tight veffel, and well rigg’d, an’ 

ou were butias well mann’d. 

ais Frail 1 thou'dnot doubt chit if you were ma- 

7 me. | 

Ben. But I'll tell yorsone thing, An you come to fea 

ua a high wind, or that Jady—you mayn’t carry fo much 

fail‘o your head—top and top gallant, by the mefs. 

Mri Frail. No; why fo? 

Ben. Why, an you do, you may run the riff to be 

overfet, and then you'll carry your keels above water, 

He, he, he! 

Ying. I fwear, Mr Benjamin is the verieft wag in na- 
ture; an abfolute fea wit. . 
ar Sant. Nay, Ben has parts, but, as I told you’ be- 
rey they want a little polithing: you muft. not take a 
‘ny thing ill, Madam. 

Ben, No, I hope, the gentlewoman is not mere & 
mean all in good part; for, if L give a jeft, I'll a 
jeft; and fo, forfooth, you may ‘be as free with me.” 

Ang. Lihank you, Sir, 1 am not at.all offended ——) 
But methinks, Sir Sampfon, you fhou’d leave him alone 

miftrefs. Mr Tattle, we muft not binder lovers. 
fe, I have your promife. alias to 







Sam. Body 0’ me, Madam, you fay true-—Look 
‘you, Ben, this is your. miftrefs.——Come, Mifs, you 
paises be Sharenvecd, we'llleave you together. _ 


sae 









AMifz. 1 can'tabide to be left ymy coufin 
c flay with me?, wane « ; 
Sir Sam, No, no. Come, Tes aways 
Ben. Look you, father, mayhap the young woman 
mayn’t take a liking to. me.———— 
Sir Sam. 1 warrant thee, boy. Come, come, we'll be 


gone; lll venture that, 4 
$C ENE. VIL - 
Brn and Mifs Pave. 1} 


' ‘i 
Ben, Come, Miftrefs, {vill you pleafe to fit down? 
for an you ftand a ftern a that'n, we ‘hall never grapple 
together—Come, I'll haule a chair there; an you pleafe 
torfit, I'll ft by you. 
Mifs, You need not fit fo near ones if youhave any 
thing co fay, I can hear you farther off sf an'e deaf. 
Ben. Why that's true, as you fay, nor an't dumb; 
Ican-be heard asfar as another ——I'll heave .off to 
pleafe you. [Sits farther off.] An we werew league 
afunder I'd undertake to hold ifcourfe with you, -an 
*ewere not a maio high wind indeed, and full in my teeth, 
Look you, forfooth, 1 am as it were bound for the land 
of matrimony ; "tis a voyage, d’ye fee, that was none of 
niy feeking ; I was commanded by father, and if you like 
‘of it, maylrap I may fteer into your harbour; How fay 
you, miftrefs? The thort of the thing ig, that if you like 
mae. and I like you, wemay chance to {wing in a hammock 
together, — . v ) 
WMifs. T don’t know what to fay:to you, nor I Gon 
i.e rs yt ea eal nits z v 
» Ben. No, V'm forry for that——! iy, why are 
Mg Be ony Sitar fel ch 
4 . As as one’muft-nor {peal mind one 
‘hal better not Heat awall, I think, and-truly 1 won't 
tell-a lie for the matter. ©! pe ee 
© Beni Nay, you fay true in that, it’s but a folly 'to'lie 5 
for'to 'fpeak ‘one thing and to rhink juft’ the/conti 
‘way, is, as it were, to look one way: and to row 4 
ange atere band, Donacaae womueanr 
things above |, Pay not n 
; hice fo ht if you. ben’t as willing as. is 








there's go harm done. Mayhap you mai 
thame-fac'd; fome maidens, thof’ they love a m: 
well enough, yet they don’t care to tell’n fo to’s face 
if that’s the cafe, why, filence gives confent. 

Mifs. Bor I'm fure it is novfo, for I'l fpeak fooner 
than you (hall believe that ; and V’ll fpeak truth, though 
one fhould always tell a lie toa man; and don’t carey 

ther do what he will 5 za too big to be whipt 
you plainly, I don’t like you, nor love you at 
rf, or never will, that’s more; fo there's your dtwer 
fox. Sr 3. and don’t trouble mg no more, you ugly thing, 
n. Look you, young in, you may learn to give 
good words, however. 1 f{pgke you fair, dye fee, antl 
civil——-As for your love or ‘your liking, I don’t value 
ivof a-rope’s end; and mayhap I like you as little as 
you do me: what I faid was in obedience to father. 
Gad, I fear a whipping no more than you do; but I tell 
you one thing, if you dhou'd give fuck language at fea, 
ou'd have a cat o’ nine tails laid crofs your thouldors, 
‘eth! who are you? You heard t’other handfome 
young-woman Speak cinilly to me of her -own accord ¢ 
whatever you think of yourfelf, gad 1 don’t think you are 
any more to compare to her, than a can of fmall-beer to 
a bowl of punch, 

Mf. Well, and there’s a handfome gentleman, and @ 
fine gentlem: ind a {weet gentleman, that was here, 
that loves me, and I love him; and if he fees you [peak 
to me any more, -he'll thrath yourjacket for you; he 

'\ will, you great fea-calf. 

\ fae. What, do you mean that fair-weather {park that 
here juft now? Will he thrafh my jacket ?—Let'n, 
Tet'n;—but an he comes-near me, mayhap 1 may have 
giv'a a falt eel- for's fupper for all that. What does 
father mean to leave me alone as I come home with fach 
aydirty dowdy-—Sea-calf ? I an’t calf enough t0 lick 
your chalk’d face, you cheefe-curd -you—Marry thee 
Qonsy Wil'marty a Lapland witch as foor, and live upon 

ing contrary winds and wreck’d veflels, 
4 1 won't be call’d namesy nor I won’t be abus’d 
fo Lwon't-——If I) were a man—[Cries]—you 
rt not talk at this rate—no, you durit not, you ftink~ 

ing tar-basrel, ) ns 
oat SCENE 





Mrs Fore, They have quarrel'd juit as we cow’d with. 

Ben. Tar-barrel ? Let your fweetheart there call me 
fo, if he'll take your part, your Tom Effence, and Wil 
fay fomething to him ; Gad, I'll lace his musk-doublet 
for him ; [’ll make him ftink ; be fhall {mell moreslike 
weafel than a civet cat, afore I ha’ done with ’en. ” 

Mrs Fore. Blefs me, what's the matter, Mifs ? what, 
does the cry? —Mr Benjamin, what have you done toher? 

Ben. Let her cry; the/nore fhe cries, the lefs thell— 
the has beeo gathering foul weather in her mouth, and 
Now it rains ont at her eyds. 

Mrs-Fore. Come, Mus, come along with me, and 
tell me, poor child. ‘ 

Mrs Frail. Lord, what hall we do ? there’s my bro- 
ther Forefight and Sir Sampfon coming. Sifter, do you 
take Mifs down into the parlour and I'll carry Mr Ben- 
Jamin into my chamber, for they muft not know thatthey 
are fall’n out.—Come, Sir, will ypu venture yourfelf with 
me? [Looking kindly on bint. 
Ben. Venture, Mefs, and that 1 will, though ’twere to 
fea in a ftorm, 





SCENE Ik 
Sir Samrson and Fortsscur. 


Sir Sam. I left ’em together here, .-What, are they 
¢ ? Ben’s a brisk boy; he has got her into a cotner 3 
ther’s own fon, faith, he'll touzle her, and mouzle her & 
the rogue’s tharp fet, coming from fea. Lf he fhould not 
ftay for faying grace, old Yorefight, but fall to without 
the help of a parfon, ha? odd, if. he thou'd I cou'd not 
‘be angry with bim; "twould be but like me, 4 of 
the old block. _ tia, thou’rt melancholic, old proj ica- 
tion, as melancholic as if thou hadft fpilt the falt, or 

ir'd thy nails ona Sanday,—Come, cheer up, look ax 

t thee ; look up, old itar-gazer, Now is he 

upon the ground for a crooked pin, or an old 
with the head towards him. 

Fore. Sir Sampfon, we'll have the wedding 


morning, 2 


Sir Sans 


i ‘Blefs us! au 
Feiiroaren Why, what's she rasta 


Can’ {s.av what ought to afligt 
ee a cor iin ae “ 
" 4 don't know’ any 2 


tax, or ‘the lof of 








“you conn 4 


» Nay, nay, ; 
‘Sir Ssippfon i Hafty, vehy hay 
rupulous enough, Mr Forefight. 
hess grapt he may mean we ; with 
4 ‘But my mind gives me, thefe things cannot be 
R figtificant. You are wife, and fhould not be 
dver-reaeh'd, methinks you fhou'd not——$— 
1 ve ie Mr al es doa ves 
Seay. ay trhe, man will err; méer man wi 
ats ‘aie Heetap smore—There “have een 
but they were fach as you—men who \confulted the 
sand were obfervers of ginent Soloed srs wile 
—by his judgment in aftrology—: i 
hi abe dj th z 


i 


Fore. You até lear 


it 
1S’ 








0 give me your 


had chasis 
‘attention " find a 
ba eee ction aii i Se by ite] 
iets 


« tig'day; and the uneafine(s that hae’ 
x ‘ever fince, brings me now hither at this 
ble howtt=: 
s Fore. Was there ever fach impudence, to 
er to ‘me ‘before my Hriband’s face? Il) fwear. 1’ 


him. 
a Re: Do; Till die rtyr rather than difelai 
pifion. But come a little farther this way, and J 
what ‘projeét I had to get him out of the way 
Tight have an opportunity of waiting ypon pat 3 
id ° iy (Whifper. 


locking in, the glafs.) 1 do not fee any revolution * 
hinks f look with a ferene ahd. benigmalpee ; 
Tittle pale—but the refes of thefe cheeks have 
en gailier’d many years.—Ha! Ido not like that {ud- 
Bae ey an them, Sate i 
“My heart is pretty |, yet it beats; and, my pulfes, 
“halle byhare dp 


im——Yes, here 








ar fich a toad—hark’ye5 
apes eau tate e ed 


3 do you 
jean. Yes, feyeral very honelt; they'll cheat a 
bok lan ea gothing. ie 
“ “burvirtoousImean, § 
Women are virtuops. 
men are-valiant, throtgh™ 
court danger, or a woman 


opportuni 
care of honoary and 
Tea of confcience, 
ere, And fo you we are free for one an~ 


ais 





"Seam Faith, Vm found. 
ee Fore. Oy fy—Vil Srearsyoutee 
Scan. Vl {wear you're a 
are Fore Pith, you'd tell me fo, though you 
hi ney 
at » ea you'd thiok fo, tho" I how'd not tell 


"Sie Br O Lord who bee 
irs Fore. O Lord! who's here 2» 


SCE E aye ere 


eae ASV. 11) 
rv To them Mrs Fear ait < 


© Ben, Mela, J love to fpeak my mind—Father 
lo oie 't fay thi 


nify? IF fo 


‘that 
°tis as tho’f he fhould | 
» Mrs Frail. Ay, but my 
rill the eftare. be. for you 
out an eftate, is like failing in a thip withour b 
Ben, He, he, be! why, that’s true ; jaft fo 
world it is indeed, as like as two cable ropes.” 
Mrs. d tho’ I have a. 





